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MABEL
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CHAPTER 1
I

To take Mark Sabre at the age of thirty-four, and in the
year 1912, and at the place Penny Green is to necessitate
boking back a little towards the time of his marriage in

1904, but happens to find him in good light for observa-
tion. Encountering him hereabouts, one who had shared
school days with him at his preparatory school so much

' as twenty-four years back would have found matter for
recognition.

A usefully garrulous person, one Hapgood, a solicitor,
found much.

“Whom do you think I met yesterday? Old Sabre!

. You remember old Sabre at old Wickamote’s? . . . Yes,
that ’s the chap. Used to call him Puzzlehead, remember?
Because he used to screw up his forehead over things old
Wickamote or any of the other masters said and sort of
drawl out, * Well, I don’t see that, sir.’ . . . Yes, rather!
... And then that other expression of his. Just the
opposite. When old Wickamote or some one had landed
him, or all of us, with some dashed punishment, and we
were gassing about it, used to screw up his nut in the
same way and say, ‘ Yes, but I see what he means.” And
some one would say, ¢ Well, what does he mean, you ass?’
and he ’d start gassing some rot till some one said, ¢ Good
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you there we all were in a flash back in the playground at
old Wickamote’s, down in that corner by the woskshop,
all kids again and old Puzzlehead flicking his' hand out of
his pocket — remember how he used to? — like that —
and saying, ‘ You sickening fool, I 'm not sticking up for
him, I ’m only saying he’s right from how he looks at it
and it ’s no good saying he ’s wrong!’ Rum, eh, after all
those years. . . . No, he did n’t say, ‘ You sickening fool ’
this time. I reminded him how he used to, and he laughed
and said, ‘ Yes; did I? Well, I still get riled, you know,
when chaps can’t see—’ And then he said * Yes, “ sick-
ening fool ”’; so I did; odd!” and he looked out of the
. window as though he was looking a thousand miles away
—this was in his office, you know —and chucked talk-
ing absolutely. . . .

“Yes, in his office I saw him. . -. . He ’s in a good busi-
; ness down there at Tidborough. Dashed good. ‘For-
' tune, East and Sabre’ . . . Never heard of them? Ah,
well, that shows you ’re not a pillar of the Church, old
son. If you took the faintest interest in your particular
place of worship, or in any Anglican place of worship,
you’d know that whenever you want anything for the
Church from a hymn book or a hassock or a pew to a
pulpit or a screen or a spire you go to Fortune, East and
Sabre, Tidborough. Similarly in the scholastic line, any-
thing from a birch rod to a desk — Fortune, East and
Sabre, by return and the best. No, they 're the great, the
great, church and school-furnishing people. ¢ Ecclesiasti-
cal and Scholastic Furnishers and Designers’ they call
themselves. And they’re IT. No really decent church
or really gentlemanly school thinks of going anywhere
else. They keep at Tidborough because they were there
when they furnished the first church in the year One or
thereabouts. I expect they did the sun-ray fittings at
Stonehenge. Ha! Anyway, they ’re one of the stately






IF WINTER COMES 7

ular tiger he is for shoving things, particularly hiniself.
Chap called Bagshaw— Boom Bagshaw. Character if
. ever there was one. But they’re all characters down
there from what I’ve seen of it. . . .

“Yes, you go down there and have a look, with your
sketch-book. Old Sabre’ll love to see you. . .. His

wife? . . . Oh, very nice, distinctly nice. Pretty woman,
" very. Somehow I did n’t think quite the sort of woman
for old Puzzlehead. Did n't appear to have the remotest
interest in any of the things he was keen about; and he
seemed a bit fed with her sort of talk. Hers was all
gossip — all about the people there and what a rum crowd
they were. Devilish funny, I thought, some of her
stories. But old Sabre — well, I suppose he ’d heard ’em
before. Still, there was something — something about
the two of them. You know that sort of — sort of —
what the devil is it? — sort of stiffish feeling you some-
times feel in the air with two people who don’t quite
dick. Well, that was it. Probably only my fancy. As
to that, you can pretty well cut the welkin with a knife
at my place sometimes when me and my missus get our
tails up ; and we 're fearful pals. Daresay I just took ’em
on an off day. But that was my impression though —
that she was n’t just the sort of woman for old Sabre.
But after all, what the dickens sort of woman would be?
Fiddling chap for a husband, old Puzzlehead. Can
imagine him riling any wife with wrinkling up his nut
over some plain as a pikestaff thing and saying, ¢ Well, I
don’t quite see that” Ha! Rumchap. Nice chap. Have
adrink?”
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Sabre’s habit of mind, increasingly with the years,—
with Mabel.

II

Penny Green— “ picturesque, quaint if ever a place
was ”, in garrulous Mr. Hapgood’s words —lies in a
shallow depression, in shape like & narrow meat dish.
It runs east and west, and slightly tilted from north to
south. To the north the land slopes pleasantly upward
in pasture and orchards, and here was the site of the
Penny Green Garden Home Development Scheme. Be-
yond the site, a considerable area, stands Northrepps,
the seat of Lord Tybar. Lord Tybar sold the Develop-
ment site to the developers, and, as he signed the deed of
conveyance, remarked in his airy way, “ Ah, nothing
like exercise, gentlemen. That’s made every one of my
ancestors turn in his grave.” The developers tittered
respectfully as befits men who have landed a good thing.

Westward of Penny Green is Chovensbury; behind
Tidborough the sun rises.

Viewed from the high eminence of Northrepps, Penny
Green gave rather the impression of having slipped, like
a sliding dish, down the slope and come to rest, slightly
tilted, where its impetus had ceased. It was certainly at
rest: it had a restful air; and it had certainly slipped out
of the busier trafficking of its surrounding world, the
main road from Chovensbury to Tidborough, coming
from greater cities even than these and proceeding to
greater, ran far above it, beyond Northrepps. The main
road rather slighted than acknowledged Penny Green by
the nerveless and shrunken feeler which, a mile beyond
Chovensbury, it extended in Penny Green’s direction.

This splendid main road in the course of its immense’
journey across Southern England, extended feelers to
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village for the purpose of impounding one another in
parties or sides in a game well called *“ Pound 1.”

At the southwestern extremity of the Green, and im-
mediately, opposite the Tybar Arms, was a blacksmith’s
forge perpetually inhabited and directed by a race named
Wirk. The forge was the only human habitation or
. personal and individual workshop actually on the Green,
| and it was said, and freely admitted by the successive

members of the tribe of Wirk, that it had “ no right”
" to be there. There it nevertheless was, had been for

centuries, so far as anybody knew to the contrary, and
administered always by a Wirk. In some mysterious
way which nobody ever seemed to recognize till it ac-
tually happened there was always a son Wirk to con-
tinue the forge when the father Wirk died and was
carried off to be deposited by his fathers who had con-
tinued it before him. It was also said in the village, as
touching this matter of “no right ”, that nobody could
understand how the forge ever came to be there and that
it certainly would be turned off one day; and with this
" also the current members of the tribe of Wirk cordially
agreed. They understood less than anybody how they
ever came to be there, and they knew perfectly well they
would be turned off one day; saying which — and it was
a common subject of debate among village sires of a sum-
mer evening, seated outside the Tybar Arms— saying
which, the Wirk of the day would gaze earnestly up the
road and look at his watch as if the power which would
turn him off was then on its way and was getting a bit
overdue.

The present representatives of the tribe of Wirk were
known as Old Wirk and Young Wirk. Young Wirk
was sixty-seven. No one knew where a still younger
Wirk would come from when Old Wirk died and when
Young Wirk died. But no one troubled to know. No one
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Mabel did what Sabre called *“ flew up ”’; and at the
summit of her flight up inquired, “ Suppose some one
called?” ‘

“Well, suppose they did?”* Sabre inquired.

Mabel in a markedly calm voice then gave certain or-
ders to the maid, who had brought out the tea and re-
mained while the fate of the aged Wirks was in suspense.

The maid departed with the orders and Sabre com-
mented, “ Sending them off? Well, I’m dashed!”

Half an hour later the aged pair, having been led into
the kitchen and having had tea there, were led out again
and released by the maid on to the village Green rather as
if they were two old ducks turned out to grass.

Sabre, watching them from the lawn beside the tea-
cups, laughed and said, “ What a dashed stupid business.
They might have had tea on the roof for all I care.”

Mabel tinkled a little silver bell for the maid. Ting-a-

ling-ting!

\'/

The houses of Penny Green carried out the Kate
Greenaway effect that the Green itself established. Along
the upper road of the tilted dish were the larger houses,
and upon the lower road mostly the cottages of the vil-
lagers ; also upon the lower road the five shops of Penny
Green: the butcher’s shop which was opened on Tues-
days and Fridays by a butcher who came in from Tid-
borough with a spanking horse in front of him and half
a week’s supply of meat behind and beneath him; the
grocer’s shop and the draper’s shop which, like enormous
affairs in London, were also a large number of other
shops but, unlike the London affairs, dispensed them all
within the one shop and over the one counter. In the
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VI

Penny Green, like Rome, had not been built in a day.
The houses of the Penny Green Garden Home, on the
other hand, were being run up in as near to a day as en-
thusiastic developers, feverish contractors (vying one
with another) and impatient tenants could encompass.
Nor was Penny Green built for a day. The houses and
cottages of Penny Green had been built under the influ-
ence of many and different styles of architecture; and
they had been built not only by people who intended to
live in them, and proposed to be roomy and well cup-
boarded and stoutly beamed and floored in them, but
who, not foreseeing restless and railwayed generations,
built them to endure for the children of their children’s
children and for chikiren yet beyond. Sabre’s house was
of grey stone and it presented over the doorway the date
1667.

“ Nearly two hundred and fifty years,” Mabel had once
said.

“ And I bet,” Sabre had replied, “ it ’s never been bet-
ter kept or run than you run it now, Mabel.”

The tribute was well deserved. Mabel, who was in
many ways a model woman, was preéminently a model
housewife. “ Crawshaws” was spotlessly kept and per-
fectly administered. Four living rooms, apart from the
domestic offices, were on the ground floor. One was the
morning room, in which they principally lived; one the
dining room and one the drawing-room. They were en-
tered by enormously heavy doors of oak, fitted with
latches, the drawing-room up two steps, the dining room
down one step and the morning room and the fourth room
on the level. All were low-beamed and many-windowed
with lattice windows; all were stepped into as stepping
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vacuously back at them. To Mark this was a horrible
and unspeakable vision.

Mabel could not in the least understand it, and com- .
mon sense and common custom were entirely on her
side; Mark admitted that. The ridiculous and trivial
affair only took on a deeper significance — not apparent
to Mark at the time, but apparent later — in the fact that
he could not make Mabel understand his attitude.

The matter of the den and another matter, touching
the servants, came up between them in the very earliest
days of their married life. From London, on their re-
turn from their honeymoon, Mark had been urgently
summoned to the sick-bed of his father, in Chovensbury.
Mabel proceeded to Crawshaws. He joined her a week
later, his father happily recovered. Mabel had been busy
“ settling things ”, and she took him round the house with
delicious pride and happiness. Mark, sharing both, had
his arm linked in hers. When they came to the fourth
sitting room Mabel announced gaily, ““ And this is your
den!”

Mark gave a mock groan. “ Oh, lord, not den!”

“Yes, of course, den. Why ever not? ”

“1 absolutely can’t stick den.”” He glanced about.
“Who on earth’s left those fearful old slippers there?

“They ’re a pair of father’s. I took them specially
for you for this room. You haven’t got any slippers
like that.”

He gazed upon the heels downtrodden by her
heavy father. He did not much like her heavy father.
“No, I haven’t,” he said, and thought grimly, “ Thank
God!”

“But, Mark, what do you mean, you can’t stick
¢ den ’ ? ”

He explained laughingly. He ended, “ It’s just like
lounge hall. Lounge hall makes me feel perfectly sick,
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Her voice got lower and lower. She seemed to Mark
to be quivering with some sort of repressed excitement,
as though the two maids were some rare exhibit which
she had captured with a net and placed in the kitchen, and
whom it was rather thrilling to open the door upon and
peep at. He could hardly hear her voice and had to bend
his head. It was dim in the lobby outside the kitchen
door. The dimness, her intense whispers and her excite-
ment made him feel that he was in some mysterious con-
spiracy with her. The whole atmosphere of the house
and of this tour of inspection, which had been deliciously
absorbing, became mysteriously conspiratorial, unpleasing.

“. ... She’s been to a school of cookery at Tid-
borough. She attended the whole course!”

“Good. That’s the stuff!”

({4 HllSh! ”

Why hush? What a funny business this was!

VIII

Mabel opened the kitchen door. * The master’s
come to see how nice the kitchen looks.”

Two maids in black dresses and an extraordinary
amount of stiffly starched aprons and caps and stream-
ers rose awkwardly and bobbed awkward little bows.
One was very tall, the other rather short. The tall one
looked extraordinarily severe and the short one extraor-
dinarily glum, Mark thought, to have young men. Mabel
looked from the girls to Mark and from Mark to the
girls, precisely as if she were exhibiting rare specimens
to her husband and her husband to her rare specimens.
And in the tone of one exhibiting pinned, dried, and
completely impersonal specimens, she announced,
“They ’re sisters. Their name is Jinks.”

Mark, examining the exhibits, had been feeling like
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Mabel compressed her lips. “I simply don’t. Rebecca
is not a bit like High Jinks.”

He burst out laughing. “ No, I’m dashed if she is.
That’s just it!”

“I really do not see it.”

“ Oh, go on, Mabel! Of course you do. You make
it funnier. High Jinks and Low Jinks! I shall call
them that.”

“Mark.” She spoke the word severely and paused
severely. “Mark. I do most earnestly hope you’ll do
nothing of the kind.”

He stared, puzzled. He had tried to explain the
absurd thing, and she simply could not see it. ‘I simply
don’t.”

And again that vague and transient discomfort shot
through him.

IX

Sabre awoke in the course of that night and lay
awake. The absurd incident came immediately into his
mind and remained in his mind. High Jinks and Low
Jinks wwas comic. No getting over it. Incontestably
comic. Stupid, of course, but just the kind of stupid
thing that tickled him irresistibly. And she could n’t see
it. Absolutely could not see it. But if she were never
going to see any of these stupid little things that ap-
pealed to him— ? And then he wrinkled his brows.
“You remember how he used to wrinkle up his old
nut,” as the garrulous Hapgood had said.

A night-light, her wish, dimly illumined the room.
He raised himself and looked at her fondly, sleeping
beside him. He thought, “ Dash it, the thing’s been
just the same from her point of view. That den business.
She likes den, and I can’t stick den. Just the same for






CHAPTER III
I

ONE nature? In the fifth year of their married life
thoughts of her and of the poignant and tremendous ad-
venture on which they were embarked together were no
longer possible while she lay in bed beside him. They
had come to occupy separate rooms.

In the fifth year of their married life measles visited
Penny Green. Mabel caught it. Their bedroom was
naturally the sick room. Sabre went to sleep in another
room, — and the arrangement prevailed. Nothing was
said between them on the matter, one way or the other.
They naturally occupied different rooms during her ill-
ness. She recovered. They continued to occupy differ-
ent rooms. It was the most natural business in the
world.

The sole reference to recognition of permanency in this
development of the relations between them was made
when Sabre, on the first Saturday afternoon after Mabel’s
recovery — he did not go to his office at Tidborough on
Saturdays — carried out his idea, conceived during her
sickness, of making the bedroom into which he had moved
serve as his study also. He had never got rid of his dis-
taste for his “ den.” He had never felt quite comfortable
there.

At lunch on this Saturday, ““ I tell you what I’m going
to do this afternoon,” he said. “I’m going to move my
books up into my room.”
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II

Sabre liked this room. Three latticed windows, in the
' same wall, looked on to the garden. In the spaces be-
tween them, and in the two spaces between the end win-
dows and the end walls, he placed his bookshelves, a set
of shelves in each space.

Mabel displayed no interest in the move nor made any
reference to it at teatime. In the evening, hearing her
pass the door on her way to dress for dinner, he called
her in.

He was in his shirt sleeves, arranging the books.

“There you are! Not bad?”
- She regarded them and the room. * They look all
right. All the same, I must say it seems rather funny
using your bedroom for your things when you ’ve got a
room downstairs.”

“Oh, well, I never liked that room, you know. 1
hardly ever go into it.”

“I know you don’t.”

And she went off.

III

But the significance of the removal rested not in the
definite relinquishment of the den, but in her words
“using your bedroom ”: the definite recognition of sep-
arate rooms.

And neither commented upon it.

After all, landmarks, in the course of a journey, are
more frequently observed and noted as landmarks, when
looking back along the journey, than when actually pass-
ing them. They belong generically to the past tense; one
rarely says, “ This is a landmark ”; usually “ That was
a landmark.”
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Don Juan, partly because he had picked up the idea that
it was rather a fine thing to read poetry; and he kept it
and read it in great secrecy because his mother (to whom
he mentioned his intention) told him that Byron ought
not to be read and that her father, in her girlhood, had
picked up Byron with the tongs and burnt him in the
garden. This finally determined him to buy Byron.

He began to read it precisely as he was accustomed to
read books, — that is to say at the beginning and thence
steadily onwards. “ On the Death of a Young Lady”
(Admiral Parker’s daughter, explained a footnote) ; “ To
E——";“ToD——"and soon. There were seven
hundred and eight pages of this kind of thing and Don
Juan was at the end, in the five hundreds.

When he had laboriously read thirty-six pages he de-
cided that it was not a fine thing to read poetry, and he
moved on to Don Juan, page five hundred and thirty-three.
The rhymes surprised him. He had no idea that poetry
— poetry — rhymed * annuities ” with “ true it is” and
“Jew it is.” He turned on and numbered the cantos, —
sixteen ; and then the number of verses in each canto and
the total, — two thousand one hundred and eighty . . .
Who-0-0! . . . It was as endless as the seven hundred
and eight pages had appeared when he had staggered as
far as page thirty-six. He began to hunt for the particu-
lar verses which had caused Don Juan to be recommended
to him and presumably had caused his grandfather to
carry out Byron with the tongs and burn him in the
garden. He could not find them. He chucked the rot-
ten thing.

But as he was putting the rotten thing away, his eye
happened upon two lines that struck into him — it was
like a physical blow — the most extraordinary sensation:

The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece
Where burning Sappho loved and sung.
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mous satisfaction. Especially the poets. And con-
stantly in the poets he was coming across passages the
sheer beauty of which shook him precisely as the Byron
lines had first shaken him.

His books appeared to indicate a fair number and a
fair diversity of interests; but their diversity presented
to him a common quality or group of qualities. Some
history, some sociology, some Spencer, some Huxley,
some Haeckel, a small textbook of geology, a consider-
able proportion of pure literature, Morley’s edition of
lives of literary men, the English essayists in a nice set,
Shakespeare in many forms and so much poetry that at a
glance his library was all poetry. All the books were
picked up at second-hand dealers’ in Tidborough, none
had cost more than a few shillings. The common quality
that bound them was that they stirred in him imaginative
thought: they presented images, they suggested causes,
they revealed processes; the common group of qualities
to which they ministered were beauty and mystery, sensi-
bility and wonder. They made him think about things,
and he liked thinking about things; the poets filled his
mind with beauty, and he was strangely stirred by beauty.

VI

Here, in the effect upon him of beauty and of ideas
communicated to his mind by his reading — first mani-
fested to him by the Byron revelation — was the mark
and label of his individuality : here was the linking up of
the boy who as Puzzlehead Sabre would wrinkle up his
nut and say, “ Well, I can’t quite see that, sir,” with the
man in whom the same habit persisted ; he saw much more
clearly and infinitely more intensely with his mind than
with his eye. Beauty of place imagined was to him in-
finitely more vivid than beauty seen. And so in all
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animatedly on all they had seen. “I’m awfully glad we
went. I think it’s a very good thing to know for one-
self just how that side of life lives. Those awful people
at the windows!” — and she laughed. He noticed for
the first time what a sudden laugh she had, rather loud.

Sabre agreed. “ Yes, I think it ’s a good thing to have
an idea of their lives. I can’t say I'm glad I went,
though. You've no idea how awfully depressed that
kind of thing makes me feel.”

She laughed again. “ Depressed! How ever can it?
How funny you must be!”

Then she said, “ Yes, I’m glad I’ve seen for myself.
You know, when those sort of people come into your
service — the airs they give themselves and the way they
demand the best of everything—and then when you
see the kind of homes they come from — |”

“ Yes, it makes you think, does n’t it ? ”’

“1It does!”’

But what it made Sabre think was entirely- different
from what it made Mabel think.

VII

“ Puzzlehead ” they had called him at his preparatory
school, — Old Puzzlehead Sabre, the chap who always
wrinkled up his nut over things and came out with the
most extraordinary ideas. He had remained, and in-
creasingly become, the puzzler. And precisely as he
ceased to share a room with Mabel and carried himself
with satisfaction to his own apartment, so, by this fifth
year of his married life, he had come to know well that
he shared no thoughts with her: he carried them, with
increasing absorption in their interest, to the processes of
his own mind.

An incident of those early school days had always re-
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tracted the habit of writing, in a “ bagged ” exercise book,
sentences beginning laboriously with “I thought to-day
—.”* It remained with him, as he grew up, in the prac-
tice of writing sometimes ideas that occurred to him, as
in the case of his feelings about his books and — much
more strongly — in deliberately thinking out ideas.

“You yourself. The real you.”

In the increasing solitariness of his married life, it
came to be something into which he could retire, as into
a private chamber; which he could put on, as a garment:
and in the privacy of the chamber, or within the sleeves
of the garment, he received a sense of detachment from
normal life in which, vaguely, he pondered things.

VIII

Vaguely, — without solution of most of the problems
that puzzled him, and without even definite knowledge of
the line along which solution might lie. Here, in these
cloisters of another world — his own world —he paced
among his ideas as a man might pace around the dis-
mantled and scattered intricacies of an intricate machine,
knowing the parts could be put together and the thing
worked usefully, not knowing how on earth it could be
done . . . “This goes in there, and that goes in there,
but how on earth— ?” Here, into these cloisters, he
dragged the parts of all the puzzles that perplexed him;
his relations with Mabel; his sense, in a hundred ways as
they came up, of the odd business that life was; his strong
interest in the social and industrial problems, and in the
political questions from time to time before the public
attention. :

He could be imagined assembling the parts, dragging
them in, checking them over, slamming the door, and —
“How on earth? What on earth?” There was a key
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only quality that mattered was the quality of being well-
bred. She called the classes beneath her own standard
of breeding “ the lower classes ”, and so long as they
left her alone she was perfectly content to leave them
alone. In certain aspects she liked them. She liked “a
civil tradesman” immensely; she liked a civil char-
woman immensely; and she liked a civil workman im-
mensely. It gave her as much pleasure, real pleasure
that she felt in all her emotions, to receive civility from
the classes that ministered to her class — servants, trades-
people, gardeners, carpenters, plumbers, postmen, police-
men — as to meet any one in her own class. It never -
occurred to her to reckon up how enormously varied was
the class whose happy fortune it was to minister to her
class and she would not have been in the remotest degree
interested if any one had told her how numerous the
class was. It never occurred to her that any of these
people had homes and it never occurred to her that the
whole of the lower classes lived without any margin at all
beyond keeping their homes together, or that if they
stopped working they lost their homes, or that they looked
forward to nothing beyond their working years because
there was nothing beyond their working years for them
to look forward to. Nor would it have interested her in
the remotest degree to hear this. The only fact she
knew about the lower classes was that they were dis-
gustingly extravagant and spent every penny they earned.
The woman across the Green who did her washing had
six children and a husband who was an agricultural la-
bourer and earned eighteen and sixpence a week. These
eight lived in three rooms and “if you please ” they ac-
tually bought a gramophone! Mabel instanced it for years
after she first heard it. The idea of that class of person
spending money on anything to make their three rooms
lively of an evening was scandalous to Mabel. She
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ply a book. A flower was a decoration. Poetry, such as
“ While the still morn went out with sandals grey,”

was simply writing which, obviously, had no real mean-
ing whatsoever, and obviously — well, read the thing —
was not intended to have any meaning. A fine deed
was fine precisely in proportion to the social position of
the person who performed it. Scott’s death at the South
Pole, when that was announced in 1913, was fine be-
cause he was a gentleman. The disaster of the colliers
entombed in the Welsh Senghenydd mine which hap-
pened in the same year was sad. ‘“How sad!” She
read the account, on the first day, with the paper held up
wide open and said “How sad!” and turned on to
something for which the paper might be folded back at
the place and read comfortably. Scott’s death she read
with the paper folded back at the account. She liked
seeing the pictures of Lady Scott and of Scott’s little
boy. She read the caption under one of the pictures of
the wives and families of the four hundred and twenty-
nine colliers killed in the Senghenydd mine, but not un-
der any of the others. The point she noted was that all
the women ‘““of that class” wore *those awful cloth
caps ”’, — the colliers’ women just the same as the women
in the mean streets of Tidborough Old Town.

She was never particularly grateful for anything given
to her or done for her; not because she was not pleased
and glad but because she could invest a gift with no
imagination of the feelings of the giver. The thing was
a present just as a pound of bacon was a pound of bacon.
You said thank you for the present just as you ate the
bacon. What more was to be said?

She revelled in gossip, that is to say in discussion with
her own class of the manners and doings of other people.
She thought charity meant giving jelly and red flannel
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to the poor; she thought generosity meant giving money
to some one; she thought selfishness meant not giving
money to some one. She had no idea that the only real
charity is charity of mind, and the only real generosity
generosity of mind, and the only real selfishness selfish-
ness of mind. And she simply would not have under-
stood it if it had been explained to her. As people are
judged, she was entirely nice, entirely worthy, entirely
estimable. And with that, for it does not enter into such
estimates, she had neither feelings of the mind nor of the
heart but only of the senses. All that her senses set be-
fore her she either overvalued or undervalued: she was
the complete and perfect snob in the most refined and
purest meaning of the word.
She was much liked, and she liked many.



CHAPTER V
I

TaHE Penny Green Garden House Development
Scheme was begun in 1910. In 1908, the year of the
measles and the separated bedrooms, no shadow of it
had yet been thrown. It never occurred to any one that
a railway would one day link Penny Green with Tid-
borough and all the rest of the surrounding world, or
that a railway to Tidborough was desirable.  Sabre
bicycled in daily to Fortune, East and Sabre’s, and the
daily ride to and fro had become a curious pleasure to
him.

There had once occurred to him as he rode, and there-
after had persisted and accumulated, the feeling that, on
the daily, solitary passage between Tidborough and
Penny Green, he was mysteriously detached from, myste-
riously suspended between, the two centres that were his
two worlds, — his business world and his home world.

With its daily recurrence the thought developed: it
enlarged to the whimsical notion that here, on his bicycle
on the road, he was magically escaped out of his two
worlds, not belonging to or responsible to either of his
two worlds, which amounted to delicious detachment
from all the universe. A mysteriously aloof, free, irre-
sponsible attitude of mind was thus obtained: it was a
condition in which — as one looking down from a high
tower on scurrying, antlike human beings — their odd-
ness, their futility, the apparent aimlessness of their ex-
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I1

This very matter of the bicycle ride, indeed, apart al-
together from its effect upon his mood, supplied an in-
stance of the kind of thing Mabel found it so difficult to
understand in her husband.

He made what she called a childish game of it. Every
day on the ride home, Sabre ceased pedalling at precisely
the same point on the slope down into Penny Green and
coasted until the machine came to a standstill within a
few yards of his own gate. This point of cessation was
never twice in a week at the same spot; and Sabre found
great interest in seeing every day exactly where it would
be, and by intense wriggling of his front wheel and pro-
digious feats of balancing, squeezing out of the machine’s
momentum the last possible fraction of an inch. There
was a magnificent distance record when, on one single
occasion only, he had been deposited plumb in line with
his own gate; and there was a divertingly lamentable
shortage record, touched on more than one occasion,
when he had come to ground plumb in line with the gate
of Mr. Fargus, his neighbour on that side.

Each of these records, though marked by the gates,
was also and more exactly marked by a peg hammered
into the edge of the Green.

This was childish; and Mabel said it was childish when
her attention was drawn to the diversion. On the day
the great distance record was created he came rather an-
imatedly into the kitchen where she happened to be.
“I say, what’s happened to that small wood axe? Is it
in here? ”

Mabel followed the direction of the convulsive start
made by Low Jinks and produced the small wood axe
from under the dresser, also directing at Low Jinks a
glance which told Low Jinks what she perfectly well
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She opened the gate for him. “ What you can sece in
it! ” she murmured.
He said, “ Oh, well!”

II1

But on the following day he was surprised and in-
tensely pleased to see his champion peg gleaming white
in the sunshine. Mabel was in the morning room, sew-
ing.
““ Hullo, sewing? I say, did you paint my peg? How
jolly nice of you!”

She looked up. *“Your peg? Whatever do you
mean?”

‘“ That record distance peg of mine. Painted it white,
have n’t you?”

“No, I did n’t paint it!”

“Who the dickens— ? Well, I’ll just wash my
hands. Not had tea, have you? Good.”

When Low Jinks came to his room with hot water —
a detail of the perfect appointment of the house under
Mabel’s management was her rule that Rebecca always.
came to the door for the master’s bicycle, handed him
the brush for his shoes and trousers, and then took hot.
water to his room — he asked her, “I say, Low Jinks,
did you paint that peg of mine?”

Low Jinks coloured and spoke apologetically: “ Well,
I thought it would show up better, sir. There was a
drop of whitewash in —”

“By Jove, it does. It looks like a regular winning-
post. Jolly nice of you, Low.”

Two months afterwards the bicycle did the worst on
record. This was a surprising affair; the runs had re-
cently been excitingly good; and when Low Jinks came
out to take the bicycle he greeted her: “ I say, Low Jinks,
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1 only got just up to Mr. Fargus’s gate just now. Worst
I’ve ever done.”

Low Jinks was enormously concerned. “ Well! I
never did!” exclaimed Low Jinks. “If those bicycles
aren’t just things! You’ll want a peg for that, sir.
Like you had one for the best.”

“That’s an idea, Low. What about painting it?”

“ Oh, I will, sir!”

But he did not mention the new record to Mabel.



CHAPTER VI
I

THE other end of the daily bicycle ride, the Tidborough
end, provided no feats of cycling interest. The ex-
tremely narrow, cobbled thoroughfare in which the offices
of Fortune, East and Sabre were situated usually caused
Sabre’s approach to them to be made on foot, wheeling
his machine.

Fortune, East and Sabre, Ecclesiastical and Scholastic
Furnishers and Designers, had in Tidborough what is
called, in business and professional circles, a good address.
A good address for a metropolitan money lender is the
West End in the neighbourhood of Bond Street; a good
address for a solicitor is Bloomsbury in the neighbour-
hood of Bedford Square: for an architect Westminster
in the neighbourhood of Victoria Street, for commerce
the City in the neighbourhood of the Bank. The idea is
that, though clothes do not make the man, a good address
makes, or rather bestows the reputation, and conveys the
impression that the owner of the good address, being in
that neighbourhood, is not within many thousands of
miles (or pounds) of the neighbourhood of Bankruptcy.

The address of Fortune, East and Sabre was emphati-
cally a good address because its business was with the
Church and for the Church; with colleges, universities
and schools and for colleges, universities and schools;
with bishops, priests and clergy, churchwardens, head-
masters, headmistresses, governors and bursars, and for
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¢ They’'re at Tidborough. They do Tidborough”
(meaning the empire-famous school).

The frontage of Fortune, East and Sabre on The
Precincts consisted of a range of three double-fronted
shops. The central shop gave one window to a superb
lectern in the style of a brass eagle whose outstretched
wings supported a magnificent Bible; to a richly em-
broidered altar cloth on which stood a strikingly hand-
some set of communion plate; to a font chastely carried
out in marble; to an altar chair in oak and velvet that
few less than a suffragan bishop would have dared take
seat in; and to an example or two of highest art in needle-
work and embroidery in the form of offertory bags and
testament markers. The other window of the central
shop was a lesson to the profane in the beauty, the dig-
nity and the variety of vestments. It also informed rural
choirboys, haply in Tidborough on a treat, what sur-
plices can be like if the funds and the faith are sufficiently
high to support them.

The windows of the shop to the left (as you faced the
lectern and the vestments) displayed school furniture
and school fittings bearing the characteristic “ F. E. & S.”
stamp. Here were adjustable desks for boys at which
no boy could possibly sit round-shouldered, which could
be adjusted upwards for tall boys and downwards for
short boys, and the seats of which could be advanced
for boys afflicted with short legs and retired for boys in
the possession of long legs. It was believed by those
who had seen the full range of “ F. E. & S.” desk models
that, if a headmaster or bursar had telegraphed to For-
tune, East and Sabre the arrival of a Siamese twin boy
at his school, a desk specially contrived for the nice
accommodation of a Siamese twin boy would have been
put on the railway before the telegraph messenger had
loitered his way out of the shadow of The Precincts.
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of the building, and with the showrooms by the clerks’
stairs leading at one end to the book-lined study and at
the other to the model classroom. The clerks’ office, by
the taking down of original walls, ran the whole length
of the building, and accommodated not only the clerks, but
the designing room, the checking room and the dispatch
room. This arrangement was highly inconvenient to
the performers of the various duties thus carried on, but
was essential to the more rapid execution of Mr. For-
tune’s habit of “keeping an eye” on everything. This
habit of the Reverend Sebastian Fortune was roundly de-
tested by all on whom his eye fell. He was called Jonah
by his employees; and he was called Jonah partly because
his visits to the places of their industry invariably pre-
saged disaster, but principally for the gross-minded and
wrongly-adduced reason that he had (in their opinion)
a whale’s belly.

v

He bore a certain resemblance to a stunted whale. He
was chiefly abdominal. His legs appeared to begin, with-
out thighs, at his knees, and his face, without neck, at
his chest. His face was large, both wide and long, and
covered as to its lower part with a tough scrub of grey
beard. The line of his mouth showed through the scrub
and turned extravagantly downwards at the corners.
He had a commanding, heavily knobbed brow, and small
grey eyes of intense severity. His voice was cold, and
his manner, though intensely polished and suave, singu-
larly stern and decisive. He had an expression of “I
have decided ” and Sabre said that he kept this expres-
sion on ice. It had an icy sound and it certainly had the
rigidity and imperviousness of an iceberg. Hearing it,
one might believe that it could have a cruel sound.
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Sabre and of Twyning to produce the firm’s commodi-
ties. It was his place to sell them. It was his place to
deal with clients who came to buy them, and it was his
place to sign all letters that went out concerning them.

Sabre, in so far as his publications were concerned,
resented this.

“ If I bring out a new textbook,” he had said on the oc-
casion of a formal protest, it stands to reason that I am
the person to interest clients in it; to discuss it with them
if they call and to correspond with those who take up
our notices of it.”

Mr. Fortune wheeled about his revolving chair by a
familiar trick of his right leg against his desk. It pre-
sented his whale-like front to impressive advantage.
“You do correspond with them.”

“ But you sign the letters. You frequently make alter-
ations.”

“ That is what I am here for. They are my letters.
It will be time to bring up this matter again when you
are admitted to partnership.”

Sabre gave the short laugh of one who has heard a
good thing before. “ When will that be?”

“ Not to-day.”

“Well, all I can say is—”

Mr. Fortune raised a whale-like but elegantly white
fin. “Enough, I have decided.”

With the same clever motion of his feet he spun his
chair and his whale-like front to the table. A worn
patch on the carpet and an abraised patch on the side of
the desk marked the frequent daily use of these thrusting
points.

Sabre kicked out of the room, using a foot to open the
door, which stood ajar, and hooking back a foot to shut
it, because he knew that this slovenly method of dealing
with a door much annoyed Mr. Fortune.
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of Tidborough School masters and had developed many

acquaintances among the large body of members of the

teaching profession with whom the firm was in touch.

He was fond of discussing methods and difficulties of

encouraging stubborn youth in the arid paths of assimi-

lating knowledge, and he had a peculiarly fresh and
sympathetic recollection of his own boyish flounderings
in those paths. To these tastes and qualities, and per-
haps because of them, he found he was able to bring what
¥ was incontestably a flair for discovering the sort of book
that needed to be compiled and, what was equally im-
portant, the sort of man to compile it. Also, in his ca-
pacity of general editor of the volumes, to give much
stimulating suggestion and advice to the authors.

He had never been so pleased as on the day when the
Spectator, in an extended notice of four new textbooks,
had written, “ It is always a pleasure to open one of the
school textbooks bearing the imprint of Fortune, East
and Sabre and issued in the pleasing format which this
firm have made their own. Their publications give the
impression of a directing mind inspired with the happy
thought of presenting textbooks, not for the master, but
for the pupil, and of carrying out this design with sin-

gular freshness and originality.”
. On the day when that notice appeared, Mr. Fortune,

who considered that his mind was — orwould be supposed
i to be — the directing mind referred to, had repeated his
promise of partnership, first made when the enterprise
began to show unexpected signs of responding to Sabre’s
enthusiasm. “ Very good, Sabre, very good indeed. 1
am bound to say capital. I may tell you, as your father
probably told you, that it was always understood be-
tween him and me that you should be taken into partner-
ship if you showed signs of promise. Unquestionably
, you do. When you have brought the publishing into
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land ”; the England of the English people and how and
why. And the first sentence said so.

““This England ” (it said) “is yours. It belongs to
you. Many enemies have desired to take it because it is
the most glorious and splendid country in the world.
But they have never taken it, because it is yours and
has been kept for you. This book is to tell you how it
has come to be yours and how it has been kept
for you,—mnot by kings or by statesmen, or by
great men alone, but by the English people. Down
the long years they have handed it on to you, as a torch
is sent from hand to hand, and you in your turn will
hand it on down the long years before you. They made
the flame of England bright and ever brighter for you;
and you, stepping into all that they have made for you,
will make it bright and brighter yet. They passed and
y are gone; and you will pass and go. But England will
continue. Your England. Yours.”
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of his * absolutely un-understandable ” ways of looking
at things that so desperately annoyed her.

Sabre asked, “ How do you mean — knowing better
than to steal the money out of their wages?”

“ Why, making them pay their thruppence for those
wretched stamps. I believe Mrs. Castor does. How
she’s got the face to I can’t imagine.”

“ Why, are n’t you going to make them pay, Mabel? ”

Mabel was quite indignant. “Is it likely? I should
hope not!”

“Really? Haven't you been making High and Low
pay their share of the stamps all this time?”

“ Of course I ’ve not.”

- You ’ve been paying their contribution? ”

“ Of course I have.”

“Well, but Mabel, that’s wrong, awfully wrong.”

She simply stared at him. “ You really are beyond
me, Mark. What do you mean ‘ wrong’?”

“Well, it’s not fair — not fair on the girls—"

“ Not fair to pay them more than their wages!”

“No, of course it’s not. Don’t you see half the idea
of the Act is to help these people to learn thrift and
forethought — to learn the wisdom of putting by for a
rainy day. And to encourage their independence. When
you go and pay what they ought to pay, you 're simply
taking away their independence.”

She gave her sudden burst of laughter. “ You’re the
first person I’ve ever heard say that the lower classes
want their independence encouraged. It’s just what’s
wrong with them — independence.”

He began to talk with animation. This was one of
. the things that much interested him. He seemed to have
quite forgotten the origin of the conversation. “ No, it
§ isn’t, Mabel —it isn’t. That’s jolly interesting, that
. point. It’s their dependence that’s wrong with them,

ﬁ
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yond price; and therefore grand to be making more
precious and more your own. I wish you’d like to see
how the book ’s getting on; would you?”

“ What book? ”

“ Why ‘England.’” T told you, you know. That his-
tOl'y.”
““ Oh, that lesson book! I wish you’d write a novel.”
He looked at her. “Oh, well!” he said.

II

After that he never mentioned “ England ” again to
her. But he most desperately wanted to talk about it to
some one. There was no one in Penny Green from
whom he could expect helpful suggestions; but it was
not helpful suggestions he wanted. He wanted merely
to talk about it to a sympathetic listener. And not only
about the book, — about all sorts of things that inter-
ested him. And indirectly they all helped the book. To
talk with one who responded sympathetically was in
some curious way a source of enormous inspiration to
him. Not always precisely inspiration, — comfort.
All sorts of warming feelings stirred pleasurably within
him when he could, in some sympathetic company, open
out his mind.

He was not actively aware of it, but what, in those
years, he came to crave for as a starved child craves for
food was sympathy of mind.

He found it, in Penny Green, with what Mabel called
“ the most extraordinary people.” * What you can find
in that Mr. Fargus and that young Perch and his ever-
lasting mother,” she -used to say, “I simply cannot
imagine.”

He found a great deal.
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daughter to daughter to the clamorous direction, each to
each, ‘“Papa!— Papa!— Papa!— Papa!” The cup
would reach Mr. Fargus at the speed of a thunderbolt;
and Mr. Fargus, waiting for it with agitated hands as a
nervous fielder awaits a rushing cricket ball, would stop
it convulsively and usually drop and catch at and miss the
spoon, whereupon the entire chain of Farguses would
give together a very loud “ Tchk!” and immediately
shoot at their parent a plate of buns with “ Buns — Buns
—Buns — Buns ” all down the line. Similarly when
Mr. Fargus’s grey little face would sometimes appear
bove the dividing wall to Sabre in the garden there
would come a loud cry of ““ Papa, the plums!”’ and from
several quarters of the garden this would be echoed
“Papa, the plums!” * Papa, the plums!” and the grey
little head, in the middle of a sentence, would disappear
with great swiftness.

The Farguses kept but one servant, a diminutive and

-Jstartled child with one hand permanently up her back

in search of an apron shoulder string, and permanently

‘foccupied in frantically pursuing loud cracks, like pistol

shots, of “ Kate!— Kate! — Kate!” Each Miss Far-
gus ‘“did” something in the house. One “did” the
lamps, another “did” the silver, another “did” the
fowls. And whatever it was they “ did”’ they were al-
ways doing it. Each Miss Fargus, in addition, “did ”
her own room, and unitedly they all “ did ” the garden.
Every doing was done by the clock; and at any hour of
the day any one Miss Fargus could tell a visitor pre-
cisely what, and at what point of what, every other Miss
Fargus was doing.

In this well-ordered scheme of things what Mr. Far-
gus principally “ did ” was to keep out of the way of his
wife and daughters, and this duty took him all his time
and ingenuity. From the back windows of Sabre’s
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keyed up to right from the start.” And on this argu-
ment Mr. Fargus introduced Sabre to the great entertaine
ment in “ working back ” when a game of Patience failed
to come out or after a defeat in chess. You worked
back to the immense satisfaction of finding the precise
point at which you went wrong. Up to that point you
had followed the keyed path; precisely there you misse¢
it.

“ Tremendous, eh? > Mr. Fargus used to say. “ Ter-
rific. If you had n’t done that you ’d have got it. That
one move, all that way back, was calamity. Calamity’]
What a word!”

And they would stare bemused eyes upon one an-
other.

“You put that into life,” Mr. Fargus used to say.
“Imagine if every life, at death, was worked back, and
where it went wrong, where it made its calamity, and the
date, put on the tombstone. Eh? What a record!
Who ’d dare walk through a churchyard?”

Sabre’s objection was, ‘“ Of course no one would ever
know. Suppose your idea’s correct, who’s to say what
! a man’s purpose in life was, let alone whether he 'd ful-
filled it? How can you work towards a purpose if you
don’t know what it is?”’

Then little old Mr. Fargus would grow intense.
“ Why, Sabre, that ’s just where you are with an acrostic
or in chess. How can you work out the solution whez
you don’t know what the solution is?”

“ Yes, but you know there is a solution.”

Mr. Fargus’s eyes would shine. “ Well, there you
are! And you know that in life there is a purpose.”

And what attracted and interested Sabre was that the
little man, living here his hunted life among the terrific
“ doings ”’ of the seven female Farguses, firmly believed
that he was working out and working towards his de-
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out of what Mabel called his childish and incomprehen-
sible habit of giving nicknames, — High Jinks and Low
Jinks the outstanding and never-forgiven example of it.
“ Whatever ’s the joke of it?” she demanded, when one
day she found Sabre speaking of Major Millet, another
neighbour and a great friend of hers, as “ Old Hop-
scotch Millet.”

““ Whatever ’s the joke of it? He does n’t play hop-
scotch.”

““ No, but he bounds about,” Sabre explained.. “ You
know the way he bounds about, Mabel. He’s about
ninety — "’

“I’m sure he isn’t, nor fifty.”

“Well, anyway, he’s past his first youth, but he’s
always bounding about to show how agile he is. He'’s
always calling out ‘Ri—te O/’ and jumping to do a
thing when there ’s no need to jump. Hopscotch. What
can you call him but Hopscotch? ”

“ But why call him anything?” Mabel said. ““His
name’s Millet.”

Her annoyance caused her voice to squeak. “ Why
call him enything? ”

Sabre laughed. “ Well, you know how a ridiculous
thing like that comes into your head and you can’t get
rid of it. You know the way.”

Mabel declared she was sure she did not know the
way. ‘“They don’t come into my head. Look at the
Perches — not that I care what name you call them.
Rod, Pole or Perch! What’s the sense of it? What
does it mean?

Sabre said it did n’t mean anything. “ You just get
some one called Perch and then you can’t help think-
ing of that absurd thing rod, pole or perch. It just
comes.”

“1 call it childish and rude,” Mabel said.
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in during their occupation, brought to Puncher’s, Half
the rooms of Puncher’s were so filled with furniture that
no more furniture, and scarcely a living person, could be
got in; and half the rooms were so filled with boxes,
packages, bundles, trunks, crates, and stacks of news-
papers that no furniture at all could be got in. Every
room was known to Mrs. Perch and to Young Perch by
the name of some article it contained and Mrs. Perch
was forever “ going to sort the room with your Uncle
Henry’s couch in it ”, or “the room with the big blue
box with the funny top in it ”, or some other room simi-
larly described.

Mrs. Perch was always “ going to ”, but as the task
was always contingent upon either “ when I have got a
servant into the house”, or “ when I have turned the
servant out of the house ”— these two states represent-
ing Mrs. Perch’s occupation with the servant problem —
the couch of Uncle Henry, the big blue box with the
funny top, and all the other denizens of the choked
rooms remained, like threatened men, precariously but se-
curely.

But not unvisited!

Sabre once spent a week in the house, terminating a
summer holiday a little earlier than Mabel, and he had
formed the opinion that mother and son never went to
bed at night and never got up in the morning. In re-
mote hours and in remote quarters of the house mys-
terious sounds disturbed his sleep. Eerily peering over
the banisters, he discerned the pair moving, like lost
souls, about the passages, Mrs. Perch with the skirts of
a red dressing-gown in one hand and a candle in the
other, Young Perch disconsolately in her wake, yawn-
ing, with another candle. Young Perch called this
“Prowling about the infernal house all night”; amd
one office of the prowl appeared to Sabre to be the at-
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Young Perch once told Sabre he had never slept a night
away from his mother since he was seventeen, and he was
never absent from her half a day but she was at the
window watching for his return.

Sabre was extraordinarily attracted by the devotion
between the pair. Their interests, their habits, their
thoughts were as widely sundered as their years, yet
each was wholly and completely bound up in the other.
When Sabre sat and talked with Young Perch of an
evening, old Mrs. Perch would sit with them, next her
son, in an armchair asleep. At intervals she would
start awake and say querulously, “ Now I suppose I
must be driven off to bed.”

Young Perch, not pausing in what he might be saying,
would stretch a hand and lay it on his mother’s. Mrs. -
Perch, as though Freddie’s hand touched away enormous
weariness and care, would sigh restfully and sleep again.

It gave Sabre extraordinary sensations.

If he had been asked to name his particular friends
these were the friends he would have named. He saw
them constantly. Infrequently he saw another. Quite
suddenly she came back into his life.

Nona returned into his life.






PART TWO

NONA






CHAPTER 1
I

SABRE, ambling his bicycle along the pleasant lanes
cowards Tidborough one fine morning in the early sum-
mer of 1912, was met in his thoughts by observation,
as he topped a rise, of the galloping progress of the light
railway that was to link up the Penny Green Garden
Home with Tidborough and Chovensbury. In the two
years since Lord Tybar had, as he had said, beneficially
exercised his ancestors in their graves by selling the land
on which the Garden Home Development was to de-
velop, Penny Green Garden Home had sprung into being
at an astonishing pace.

The great thing now was the railway.

And the railway’s unsightly indications strewn across
the countryside — ballast heaps, excavations, noisy sta-
tionary engines, hand-propelled barrows bumping along
toy lines, gangs of men at labour with pick and shovel —
met Sabre’s thoughts on this June morning because he
was thinking of the Penny Green Garden Home and of
Mabel, and of Mabel and of himself in connection with
the Penny Green Garden Home. Puzzling thoughts.

Here was a subject, this ambitiously projected and
astonishingly popular Garden Home springing up at their
very doors, that interested him and that intensely in
terested Mabel, and yet it could never be mentioned be-
tween them without . . . Only that very morning at
breakfast . . . And June — he always remembered it —
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he rather liked the Penny Green Garden Home Develop-
ment; and yet he could n’t tell her so; and she did not
understand in the least when he tried to tell her so.
Funny — eight years ago this month. . . .

His thoughts went on. And, come to think of it, the
relations between them were precisely similar in regard
to nearly everything they ever discussed. And yet they
would be called, and were, a perfectly happy couple. Per-
fectly? Was every happy married couple just what they
were? Was married happiness, then, merely the nega-
tion of violent unhappiness? Merely not beating your
wife, and your wife not drinking or running up debts?
He thought: “No, no, there’s something more in it
than that.” And then his forehead wrinkled up in his
characteristic habit and he thought: “ Of course, it ’s my
fault. It isn’t only this dashed Garden Home. It’s
everything. It isn’t only once. It’s always. It can’t
possibly be her fault always. It’s mine. I can see
that.

“Take this morning at breakfast. Perfectly good
temper both of us. Then she said, ‘ Those houses in
King’s Close are going to be eighty pounds a year; and,
what do you think, Mrs. Toller is going to take one!’
Immediately I was riled. Why should I get riled be-
cause she says that Mrs. Toller is going to take a house
for eighty pounds a year? I just rustled the newspaper.
Why on earth couldn’t I say, ¢ Good lord, is she?’ or
something like that? Why on earth could n’t I even not
rustle the newspaper? She knows what it means when
I rustle the paper. I meant her to know. Why should
I? 1TIt’s the easiest thing on earth for me to respond to
what she says. I know perfectly well what she’s get-
ting at. I could easily have said that Mrs. Toller would
have old Toller in the workhouse one of these days if he
did n’t watch it. I could have said, ‘ She’ll be keeping
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three servants next, and she can’t keep one as it is.’
Mabel would have loved that. She’d have laughed.”

He thought, “ Why should she love that sort of tripe
— gossip?”’

He thought, “ Damn it, why should n’t she? Why
should I mind? Why should I rustle the newspaper?
She can’t enter into things that interest me; but I can,
I could enter into things that interest her. Why don’t
I? Of course I can see perfectly clearly how she looks
at things. It’s just as rotten for her that I can’t talk
with her about her ideas as it is rotten for me that she
does n’t see my ideas. And it isn’t rotten for me. I
don’t mind it. I don’t expectit. I don’t expectit.. . .”

And at that precise moment of his thoughts, the gar-
rulous Hapgood, seeing his face, could have said to
another, as he said before, “ There! See what I mean?
Looks as though he ’d lost something and was wondering
where it was. Hal”

II1

A genial shouting and the clatter of agitated hoofs
jerked Sabre from his thoughts.

“Hullo! Hi! Help! Out collision-mats! Stop
the cab! Look out, Sabre! Sabre!”

He suddenly became aware — and he jammed on his
brakes and dismounted by straddling a leg to the ground
— that in the narrow lane he was between two plunging
horses. Their riders had divided to make way for his
bemused approach. They had violently sundered, ex-
pecting him to stop, until he was almost on top of them,
and one of the pair was now engaged in placating his .
horse, which resented this sudden snatching at bit and
prick of spur, and persuading it to return to the level
road.
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On one side the lane was banked steeply up in a cut-
ting. The horse of the rider on this side stood on its
hind legs and appeared to be performing a series of post-
man’s double knocks on the bank with its forelegs.
Lord Tybar, who bestrode it, and who did not seem to
be at all concerned by his horse copying a postman,
looked over his shoulder at Sabre, showing an amused
grin, and said, “ Thanks, Sabre. This is jolly. I like
this. Come on, old girl. This way down. Keep pass-
ing on, please.”

The old girl,an extraordinarily big and handsome chest-
nut mare, dropped her forelegs to the level of the road,
' where she exchanged the postman’s knocking for a com-
- plicated and exceedingly nimble dance, largely on two
legs.
Lord Tybar, against her evident intentions, skilfully
directed the steps of this dance into a turning movement
so that she and her rider now faced Sabre; and while she
bounded through the concluding movements of the pas
seul he continued in the same whimsical tone and with
the same engaging smile, “ Thanks still more, Sabre.
This is extraordinarily good for the liver. Devilish
graceful, aren’t I? See, I’'m only holding on with one
hand! Marvellous. No charge for this.” And as the
mare came to rest and quivered at Sabre with her beauti-
ful nostrils, ‘ Ah, the music’s stopped. Delicious. How
well your step suits mine!”

“ Ass!” laughed a voice above them; and Sabre, who
had almost forgotten there was another horse when he
had abruptly wakened and dismounted, looked up at it.

The other horse was standing with complete and en-
tirely unconcerned statuesqueness on the low bank which
bounded the lane on his other side. Lady Tybar had
taken it — or it had taken Lady Tybar — out of danger in
a sideways bound, and horse and rider remained precisely
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Sabre thought that the riders, with their horses, made
the most striking, and somehow affecting picture of virile
and graceful beauty he could ever have imagined.

Lord Tybar, who was thirty-two, was debonair and at-
tractive of countenance to a degree. His eyes, which
were grey, were extraordinarily mirthful, mischievous.
A supremely airy and careless and bold spirit looked
through those eyes and shone through their flashes and
glints and sparkles of diamond light. His face was thin
and of tanned olive. His face seemed to say to the
world, challengingly, “I am here! I have arrived!
Bring out your best and watch me!” There were people
— women — who said he had a cruel mouth. They said
this, not with censure or regret, but with a deliciously
fearful rapture as though the cruel mouth (if it were
cruel) were nct the least part of his attraction.

Lord Tybar’s lady, who was twenty-eight, carried in
her countenance and in her hair the pleasing complement
of her lord’s tan and olive hue and of his cropped black
poll. She was extraordinarily fair. Her skin was of
the hue and of the sheen of creamy silk, and glowed be-
neath its hue. It presented amazing delicacy and yet an
exquisite firmness. Children, playing with her, and she
delighted in playing with children (but she was childless),
often asked to stroke her face. They would stare at her
face in that immensely absorbed way in which children
stare, and then ask to touch her face and just stroke it;
their baby fingers were not more softly silken. Of her
hair Lady Tybar had said frequently, from her girlhood
upwards, that it was “ a most sickening nuisance.” She
bound it tightly as if to punish and be firm with the sick-
ening nuisance that it was to her. And these close,
gleaming plaits and coils children also liked to touch with
their soft fingers.

Her name was Nona.
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they haven’t loved her. It’s nothing to them what
they 've only just heard, but what she told me herself
this morning. . . . And she knew what it meant to me
when she told me. . . . Although we said nothing. . . .
Of course I see her differently.”

He saw her “ differently ” now after two years of not
seeing her, and ten years since that day of gossip at the
golf club. Pretty! . . . Strange how he could always
remember that smell of the rain as he had come out of
the clubhouse . . . . and a strange fragrance in the air as
now he looked upon her.

Upon the warm and trembling air, as he stood with his
bicycle before the horses, were borne to him savour of
hay newly turned in the fields about, and of high spring-
tide blowing in the hedgerows; and with them delicious
essence from the warm, gleaming bodies of the horses,
and pungent flavour of the saddlery, and the mare’s
sweet breath puffed close to his face in little gusty agita-
tions.

The shining, tingling picture of strength and beauty
superbly modelled that the riders and their horses made,
seemed, as it were, to arise out of and be suspended shim-
mering in the heart of the warm incense that he savoured.
So when a sorcerer casts spicéd herbs upon the flame, and
scented vapour uprises, and in the vapour images ap-
pear.

Exquisite picture of strength and beauty superbly
modelled : the horses’ glossy coats glinting all a polished
chestnut’s hues; the perfect artistry and symmetry of
slender limbs, and glorious, arching necks, and noble
heads, and velvet muzzles; the dazzling bits and chains
and buckles; the glinting bridles, reins and saddles;
Lord Tybar’s exquisitely poised figure, so perfectly main-
taining and carrying up the symmetry of his horse as to
suggest the horse would be disfigured, truncated, were he






IF WINTER COMES 89

laughed; and then said to Nona, “Why is elegant
‘yours’, Lady Tybar?”

She made a little pouting motion at him with her lips.
“ Marko, I wish to goodness you would n’t call me Lady
Tybar. Dash it, we’ve called one another Nona and
Marko for about a thousand years, long before I ever
knew Tony. And just because I’m married —”

“ And to a mere loathsome bloodsucker, too,” Lord
Tybar interposed.

““ Yes, especially to a bloodsucker. Just remember to
say Nona, will you, otherwise there’ll be a cruel scene
between us. I told you about it before I went away.
You don’t suppose Tony minds, do you?”

‘“ And Sabre,” said Lord Tybar, “ what the devil does
it matter what a bloated robber minds, anyway? That’s
the way to look at me, Sabre. Trample me underfoot,
my boy. I’m a pestilent survivor of the feudal system,
aren’t I, Nona?”

‘“ Absolutely. So, Marko, don’t be a completer noodle
than you already are.”

“ Ah, you 're getting it now.” Lord Tybar murmured.
“1’m a noodle, too, the Searchlight says.”

He somehow gave Sabre the impression of taking an
even deeper enjoyment in the incident between his wife
and Sabre than the enjoyment he clearly had in his own
facetiousness. He was slightly turned in his saddle so
as to look directly at Nona, and he listened and interposed,
and turned his eyes from her face to Sabre’s, and from
Sabre’s back to hers, with his handsome head slightly
cocked to one side and with much gleaming in his eyes;
rather as if he had on some private mock.

Fantastical notion! What mock could he have?

“Well, about my word °elegant’,” Nona was going
on, “and why it is mine — were n’t you asking? ”’

Sabre said he had. “Yes, why yours?”
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Searchlight that. Perhaps they’ll think better of me.”
— The mare, feeling his hand, began to dance coquet-
tishly. “You’ll come up and see us often, now you
know we 're back, won’t you? Nona likes seeing you,
don’t you, Nona?” And again he looked from Nona to
Sabre and back at Nona again with that look of mocking
drollery.

““ Oh, you ’re all right, Marko,” Nona agreed, “ when
you 're not too matter-of-fact. Yes, do come up. There’s
always a harsh word and a blow for you at Northrepps.”

The mare steadied again. She stretched out her neck
towards Sabre and quivered her nostrils at him, sensing
him. He put up a hand to stroke her beautiful muzzle
and she threw up her head violently and swerved sharply
around.

Not in the least discomposed, Lord Tybar, his body in
perfect rthythm with her curvettings, laughed at Sabre
over his shoulder. “ She thinks you ’re up to something,
Sabre. She thinks you ’ve got designs on us. Marvel-
lous how I know! Whisper and I shall hear, loved one.
You 'll hurt yourself in a minute.”

The light in his smiling eyes was surely a mocking
light. “Thinks you’re up to something! Thinks
you ’ve got designs on us!”

The mare was wheedled round again to her former
position; against her will, but somehow as the natural re-
sult of her dancing. Marvellous how he directed her
caprices into his own intentions and against her own.
But Lord Tybar was now looking away behind him to
where the adjoining meadow sloped far away and steeply
to a copse. In the hollow only the tops of the trees
could be seen. His eyes were screwed up in distant
vision. He said, “ Dash it, there’s that old blighter
Sooper. He’s been avoiding me. Now I’ve got him.
Nona, you won’t mind getting back alone? I must
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laughed as though at some amused memory of his devo-
tion to work.

He laughed too. They certainly had many recollec-
tions in common, though not all laughable. “I don't
think I’'m quite so—so earnest as I used to be,” he
smiled.

‘“ Ah, but I like you earnest, Marko.”

There was the tiniest silence between them. Yet it
seemed to Sabre a very long silence.

She was again the one to speak, and her tone was
rather abrupt and high-pitched as if she, too, were con-
scious of a long silence and broke it deliberately, as one
breaks, with an effort, constraint.

“ And how ’s Mabel?”

“ She’s all right. She’s ever so keen on this Garden
Home business.”

“ She would be,” said Nona.

“ And so am I!” said Sabre. Something in her tone
made him say it defiantly.

She laughed. “I’m sure you are, Marko. Well
good-by ”; and as Derry and Toms began to turn with his
customary sedateness of motion she made the remark,
“I’m so glad you don’t wear trouser clips, Marko. I
do loathe trouser clips.”

He told her that he rode “one of those chainless
bikes.”

He said it rather mumblingly. Exactly in that tone
she used to say things like, I do like you in that brown
suit, Marko.”

VIII

He resumed his ride. A miile farther on he overtook,
on a slight rise, an immense tree trunk slung between
three pairs of wheels and dragged by two tremendous
horses, harnessed tarldemwise. As he passed them came



94 IF WINTER COMES

the smell of warm horseflesh and his thought was
“ Pretty!”

He shot ahead and a line came into his mind:

“Was this the face that launched a thousand ships?”

Well, he had had certain aspirations, dreams, vi-
sions. . . .

He was upon the crest whence the road ran down into
Tidborough. Beneath him the spires of the Cathedral
lifted exquisitely above the surrounding city.

“ Those houses in King’s Close are going to be eighty
pounds a year, and what do you think, Mrs. Toller is
going to take one!”. . .



CHAPTER II
I .

SaBRE found but little business awaiting him when he
got to his office. When he had disposed of it he sat some
little time staring absent-mindedly at the cases whereon
were ranged the books of his publication. Then he took
out the manuscript of “ England ” and turned over the
pages. He wondered what Nona would think of it.
He would like to tell her about it.

- Twyning came in.

Twyning rarely entered Sabre’s room. Sabre did not
enter Twyning’s twice in a year. Their work ran on
separate lines and there was something, unexpressed, the
reverse of much sympathy between them. Twyning was
an older man than Sabre. He was only two years older
in computation by age but he was very much more in
appearance, in manner and in business experience. He
had been in the firm as a boy checker when Sabre was
entering Tidborough School. He had attracted Mr.
Fortune’s special attention by disclosing a serious scamp-
ing of finish in a set of desks and he had risen to head
clerk when Sabre was at Cambridge. On the day that
Sabre entered the firm he had been put “ on probation ”
in the position he now held, and on the day that Sabre’s
father retired he had been confirmed in the position. He
regarded Sabre as an amateur and he was privately dis-
turbed by the fact that a man who “did not know the
ropes ” and had not “been through the mill” should
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Sabre, engrossed, glanced up. “ Hullo, Twyning.”
He wrote a word and then put down his pen. “ Any-
thing you want me about?” He lay back in his chair
and stared, frowning, at the manuscript before him.

‘“ Nothing particular, if you 're busy,” Twyning said.
“I just looked in.” He advanced the paper in his hand
and looked at it as if about to add something else. But
he said nothing and stood by Sabre’s chair, also looking
at the manuscript. ‘ That that book? ”

“M’m.” Sabre was trying to retain his thoughts. He
felt them slipping away before Twyning’s presence. He
could hear Twyning breathing through his nose and felt
incensed that Twyning should come and breathe through
his nose by his chair when he wanted to write.

But Twyning continued to stand by the chair and to
breathe through his nose. He was reading over Sabre’s
shoulder.

The few pages of “ England ” already written lay in
front of Sabre’s pad, the first page uppermost. Twyn-
ing read and interjected a snort into his nasal rhythm.

“ Well, that book’s not written for me, anyway,” he
remarked.

Sabre agreed shortly. “It isn’t. But why not?”

Twyning read aloud the first words. “ ‘ This England
you live in is yours.” Well, I take my oath it is n’t mine.
Not a blooming inch of it. D’ you know what ’s happen-
ingtome? I’m being turned out of my house. The lease
is out and the whole damned house and everything I’ve
put on to it goes to one of these lordlings — this Lord
Tybar — just because one of his ancestors, who ’d never
even dreamt of the house, pinched the land it stands on
from the public common and started to pocket ground
rent. Now I’m being pitched into the street to let Lord
Tybar have a house that’s no more his than the man in
the moon’s.. D’ you call that right?”
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damned touchy those Scotchmen are. I mean to say,
if we put out a book like that, the Scotch —”

Sabre smote the desk. This kind of thing from Twyn-
ing made him furious, and he particularly was not in the
mood for it this morning. He struck his hand down on
the desk: “ Well, damn the Scotch. What'’s it got to
do with the Scotch? This book isn’t about Scotland.
It’s about England. Emngland. 1’1l tell you another
thing. You say if ‘ we’ put out a book like that. Itisn’t
‘we.” Excuse me saying so, but it certainly isn’t you.
It’s 1.” He stopped, and then laughed. * Sorry,
Twyning.”

III

Twyning’s face had gone very dark. His jaw had set.
“ Oh, all right.” He turned away, but immediately re-
turned again, his face relaxed. ‘ That’s all right. Only
my chipping, you know. I say though,” and he laughed
nervously. “That ‘not we.” You’ve said it! I’d
come in to tell you. It’s going to be ‘we.”” He ad-
vanced the paper he had been holding in his hand, his
thumb indicating the top left-hand corner. ‘““ What do
you think of me above the line, my boy? ”

The paper was a sheet of the firm’s notepaper. In the
upper left-hand corner was printed in small type, “ The
Rev. Sebastian Fortune.” Beneath the name was a short
line and beneath the line, “ Mr. Shearman Twyning.
Mr. Mark Sabre ”:

The Rev. Sebastian Fortune.

Mr. Shearman Twyning.
Mr. Mark Sabre.

Sabre said slowly, “What do you mean — you ‘ above
the line’?”
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Twyning, who had been speaking with an emotion in
consonance with the grip of his hand, said a little
blankly, “Did he? That so?”

“Yes, twice. And this looked like, when you told me
— well, like dissatisfaction since, see? Eh?”

Twyning did not take up the point. “I say, you never
told me.”

“ I’m telling you now,” Sabre said. And he laughed
ruefully. “It comes to much the same thing —as it
turns out.”

“Yes, but still. . . I wish we worked in a bit mort
together, Sabre. I’m always ready to, you know.
Let’s, shall we?”

Sabre made no reply. Twyning repeated “Let’s”
and nodded and left the room. Immediately he opened
the door again and reappeared. “I say, you won’t say
anything to Jonah, of course?”

Sabre smiled grimly. “I’m going to.”

Again the darkening. “ Dash it, that ’s not quite play- .
ing the game, is it? ”

“ Rot, Twyning. Fortune’s made me a promise, and
I’m going to ask if he has any reason for withdrawing it,
that’s all. It’s nothing to do with your show.”

“You 're bound to tell him I ’ve told you.”

“ Well, man alive, I 'm bound to know, aren’t I?”

“Yes—in a way. Oh, well, all right. Remember
about working in more together.” He withdrew and
closed the door.

Outside the door he clenched his hands. He thought,
“ Smack in the eye for you, was it? You’ll get a damn
sight worse smack in the eye one of these days. Dirty
dog!”
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raised a hand responsive to a gesture. “ Allow me. I
recollect no promise. Either twice or any other number
of times, greater or fewer. I do recollect mentioning to
you the possibility of my making you such a proposal in
my good time. Is that what you refer to as ‘ this partner-
ship business’? "’

“Yes — partly. Well, look here, sir, it 's been a pretty
good time, has n’t it? I mean since you spoke of it.”

Mr. Fortune tugged strongly at his watch by its gold
chain and looked at the watch rather as though he expected
to see the extent of the good time there recorded. He
forced it back with both hands rather as though it had
failed of this duty and was being crammed away in dis-
grace. “I am expecting Canon Toomuch.” He hit the
watch, cowering (as one might suppose) in his pocket.
“You know, my dear Sabre, I do think this is a little
odd. A little unusual. You cannot bounce into a part-
nership, Sabre. I know your manner. I know your
manner well. Oblige me by not fiddling with that paper
knife. Thank you. And I make allowances for your
manner. But believe me a partnership is not to be
bounced into. You give me the impression —I do not
say you mean it, I say you give it — of suddenly and
without due cause or just im— just opportunity, trying
to bounce me into taking you into partnership. I most
emphatically am not to be bounced, Sabre. 1 never have
been bounced and you may quite safely take it from me
that I never propose or intend to be bounced.”

Sabre thought, “ Well, it would take a steam crane to
bounce you, anyway.” He said. “I had n't the faintest
intention of doing any such thing. If I made you think
so, I'm sorry. I simply wanted to ask if you have
changed your mind, and if so why. I mean, whether
I have given you any cause for dissatisfaction since you
prom — since you first mentioned it to me.”
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I most strongly resent any questioning by any one mem-
ber of my staff based on any intentions of mine relative
to another member of my staff. This business is my
business. I think you are sometimes a little prone to
forget that. If it seems good to me to strengthen your
hand in your department that has nothing whatever to do
with Twyning. And if it seems good to me to strengthen
Twyning’s hand in Twyning’s department that has noth-
ing whatever to do with you.”

Sabre, despite his private feelings in the matter, char-
acteristically followed this reasoning completely, and said
so. “Yes, that’s your way of looking at it, sir, and I
don’t say it is n't perfectly sound — from your point of
view —”

Mr. Fortune inclined his head solemnly: “ I am obliged
to you.”

“ — Only other people look at things on the face of
them, just as they appear. You know — it ’s difficult to
express it— I ’ve put my heart into those books.” He
made a gesture towards his room. “I can’t quite ex-
plain it, but I felt that the slight, or what looks like a
slight, is on them, not on me.” He put his hand to the
back of his head, a habit characteristic when he was em-
barrassed or perplexed. “I’m afraid I can’t quite ex-
press it, but it ’s the books. Not myself. I’m— fond
of them. They ’re not just paper and print to me. I
feel that they feel it. You won’t quite understand, I’m
afraid —"”

“No, I confess that is a little beyond me,” said Mr.
Fortune, smoothing his front; and they remained look-
ing at one another.

A sudden and unearthly moan sounded through the
room. Mr. Fortune spun himself with relief to his desk
and applied his lips to a flexible speaking tube. * Yes?”
He dodged the tube to his ear, then to his lips again.
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v

Arrived again in his room, Sabre dropped into his chair.
In his eyes was the look that had been in them when he
had tried to explain to Mr. Fortune about the books,
what Mr. Fortune had confessed he found a little be-
yond him. He thought: “ The books. . . Of course
Fortune hasn’t imagined them. . . . seen them grow
. . . . helped them to grow. . . . But it hurts. Like
hell it hurts. . . . And I can’t explain to him how I feel
about them. . . . I can’t explain to any one.”

His thoughts moved on: “ I’ve been twelve years with
him. Twelve years we’ve been daily together, and
when I said that about the books I sat there and he sat
there —and just looked. Stared at each other like
masks. Masks! Nothing but a mask to be seen for
either of us. I sit behind my mask and he sits behind
his and that’s all we see. Twelve mortal years! And
there 're thousands of people in thousands of offices. . . .
thousands of homes. . . . just the same. All behind
masks. Mysterious business. Extraordinary. How
do we keep behind? Why do we keep behind? We're
all going through the same life. Come the same way.
Go the same way. You look at insects, ants, scurrying
about, and not two of them seem to have a thing in com-
mon, not two of them seem to know one another; and
you think it ’s odd, you think it ’s because they don’t know
they ’re all in the same boat. But we ’re just the same.
They might think it of us. And we do know. And yet
you get two lives and put them together twelve years in

an office. . ..in a house. ... Mabel and I ...
practically we just sit and look at each other. Her mask.
My mask. . . .”

He thought: “ One knows what it is, what it looks
like, with ants. They’re all plugging about like mad
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had left her that morning. They could have a jolly
afternoon together. He could make it a jolly afternoon.
Nona kept coming into his thoughts — and more so after
this Twyning business. He would have Mabel in his
thoughts.

He went in and told Mr. Fortune he rather thought of
taking the afternoon off if he was not wanted. He
mounted his bicycle and rode purposefully back to Mabel.



CHAPTER 1III
I

THE free-wheel run down into Perry Green landed
him a little short of his gate,—not bad! Pirrip, the
postman, whom he had passed in the bicycle’s penultimate
struggles, overtook him in its death throes and watched
with interest the miracles of balancing with which, de-
spite his preoccupation of mind, habit made him prolong
them to the uttermost inch.

He dismounted. ‘‘ Anything for me, Pirrip?”

“One for you, Mr. Sabre.”

Sabre took the letter and glanced at the handwriting.

It was from Nona.

Her small, neat, masculine script had once been as
familiar to him as his own. It was curiously like his
own. She had the same trick of not linking all the letters
in a word. Her longer words, like his own, looked as if
they were two or three short words close together. To
this day, when he did not get a letter from her once in a
year — or in five years — his address on an envelope ir:
her handwriting was a thing he could bring, and some-
times did bring with perfect clearness before his mental
vision.

He glanced at it, regarded it for slightly longer than a
glance, and with a little pucker of brows and lips, then
made the action of putting it, unopened, in his pocket.
Then he rested the bicycle against his hip and opened her
letter.

‘“ Northrepps. Tuesday.

”»

She never dated her letters.
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He used to be always telling her about that. Tuesday
was yesterday.

Dear Marko— We’re back. We’ve been from China
to Peru— almost. Come up one day and be bored about
it. How are you?

Nona.

He thought: “ Funny she did n’t mention she ’d writ-
ten just now. Perhaps she thought it was funny I did n’t
say 1°’d had it. I must tell her.”

He returned her letter to its envelope and put the envel-
ope in his pocket. Then wheeled his bicycle into his gate.
He smiled. “Mabel will be surprised at me back like this.”

Mabel was descending the stairs as he entered the hall.
In the white dress she wore she made a pleasant picture
against the broad, shallow stairway and the dark panel-
ling. But she did not appear particularly pleased to see
him. But he thought, “ Why should she be? That’s
just it. That’s why I’ve come back.” .

“Hullo?” she greeted him. “Have you forgotten
something? ”’

He smiled invitingly. “ No, I’ve just come back. I
suddenly thought we’d have a holiday.”

She showed puzzlement. “A holiday? What, the
office? All of you?”

She had paused three steps from the foot of the stairs,
her right hand on the banisters.

His wife! .

He slid his hand up the rail and rested it on hers.
“ Good lord, no. Not the office. No, I suddenly thought
we 'd have a holiday. You and I.”

He half hoped she would respond to the touch of his
hand by turning the palm of her own to it. But he
thought, “ Why should she?” and she did not. She
said, “ But how extraordinary! Whatever for?”
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This is just i2. 1’d have heard all about it at breakfast
if 1°d been decently communicative.”

He said, “ Good. Who?”

She took a shallow basket from the shelf. He knew
this and the long scissors for her flower-cutting imple-
ments. ‘“ Mr. Bagshaw.”

And before he could stop himself he had groaned,
“Oh, lord!”

She “flew up” and he rushed in tumultuously to
make amends for his blunder and prevent her flying up.

“ Mark, I do wish—"

“I’'m sorry. I’m sorry. I really am most awfully
sorry, Mabel. ‘Oh, lord’’s not really profanity. You
know it’s not. It’s just my way —"”

“1 know that.”

But he persevered. ‘‘ As a matter of fact, it’s clear
connection of thought in this case. Bagshaw ’s a clergy-
man, and my mind flew instantly to celestial things.”

She did not respond to this. ‘“In any case, I really
cannot see why you should object to Mr. Boom Bagshaw.”

“I don’t. I don’t in the least.”

“1 ’ve heard you say — often — that he ’s far and away
the best preacher you ’'ve ever heard.”

“He is. Absolutely.”

“ Well, then?”

“It’s just his coming to lunch. He’s such a terrific
talker and you know I can’t stick talkers.”

“Yes, that’s just why I invite them when you ’re not
here.”

He laughed and came across the room towards her
impulsively. He was going to carry this through.
“ You ’ve got me there. Properly.” He took the basket
from her hand. “ Come on, we’ll cut the flowers. 1’1l
be absolutely chatty with old Bagshaw.”

She smiled and her smile encouraged him tremendously.
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“ I saw you from the window with the postman. Lady
Tybar! Whatever was she writing to you about?”

He somehow did not like this. Why “whatever”?
And being watched was rather beastly; he remembered
he had fiddled about with the letter, — half put it in his
pocket and then taken it out again. And why not?
What did it matter? But he had a prevision that it was
going to matter. Mabel did not particularly like Nona.
He said, ‘“ Just to say they 're back. She wants us to go
up there.”

“ An invitation? Whyever did n’t she write to me?”
“ Whyever ” again! — “ May I see it?”

He took the letter from his pocket and handed it to her.
“It’s not exactly an invitation — not formal.”

She did what he called “flicked ” the letter out of its
envelope. He watched her reading it and in his mind he
could see as perfectly as she with her eyes, the odd, neat
script; in his mind he read it with her, word by word.

Dear Marko — We’re back. We’ve been from China
to Peru—almost. Come up one day and be bored about
it. How are you?

Nona.

His thought was, “ Damn the letter!”

Mabel handed it back, without returning it to its
envelope. She said, “ No, it ’s not formal.” -

She snipped three roses with astonishing swiftness,—
snip, smip, snip! '

Sabre sought about in his mind for something to say.
There was nothing in his mind to say. He had an absurd
vision of his two hands feeling about in the polished in-
terior of a skull, as one might fumble for something in
a large jar.

At the end of an enormous cavity of time he found
some slight remark about blight on the rose trees — the
absence of it this year — and ventured it. He had again
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connect it with the letter. But there had distinctly been
an ‘““incident ” over the letter, though so far closed, as
he had imagined, that he was completely surprised.

He said “ Who? Nona?”

“Yes, Nona, if you like. Lady Tybar.”

“ Why, she always has. You know that.”

Mabel put the rose into a specimen vase with immense
care and touched a speck off its petals with her fingers.
“I really did n't.”

“ Mabel, you know you do. You must have heard
her.”

“Well, I may have. But long ago. I certainly did n’t
know she used it in letters.”

He felt he was growing angry.

““ What on earth’s the difference?”

It seems to me there’s a great deal of difference. I
did n’t know she wrote you letters.”

He was angry. “ Damn it, she does n’t write me let-
ters.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “ You seem to get them,
anyway.”

Maddening!

And then he thought, “ I’m not going to let it be mad.
dening. This is just what happens.” He said, “ Well,
this is silly. I’ve known her — we ’ve known one an-
other — for years, since we were children, pretty well.
She’s called me by my Christian name since I can re-
member. You must have heard her. We don’t see much
of her — perhaps you haven’t. I thought you had.
Anyway, dash the thing. What does it matter?”

“ It does n't matter ” — she launched a flower into a
vase — “a bit. I only think it’s funny, that’s all.”

“ Well, it’s just her way.”

Mabel gave a little sniff. He thought it was over.
But it wasn’t over. “If you ask me, I call it a funny
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Mabel had n’t been particularly excited to see him. No,
but that did n’t count. Why should she be? He had
gone off after breakfast, glum as a bear. Well, then there
was that niggling business over why he had returned.
Always like that. Never plump out over a thing he put
up. Niggling. And then this infernal business about
the letter. That word “ funny.” She must have used it
a hundred times. Still . . . The niggling had been car-
ried off, they had gone into the garden together; and
this infernal letter business — at least he had come away
without boiling over about it. Much better to have come
away ashedid . . . Still. . .. ...

A

A gong boomed enormously through the house. It had
been one of her father’s wedding presents to Mabel and
it always reminded Sabre of the Dean’s, her father’s
voice. The Dean’s voice boomed, swelling into a loud
boom when he was in mid-speech and reverberating into
a distant boom as his periods terminated. This was the
warning gong for lunch. In ten minutes, in this per-
fectly ordered house, a different gong, a set of chimes,
would announce that lunch was ready. The reverbera-
tions had scarcely ceased when Low Jinks, although she
had caused the reverberations, appeared in his room with
a brass can of hot water.

“Mr. Boom Bagshaw has not arrived yet, sir,” said
Low Jinks; “but the mistress thought we wquld n’t wait
any longer.” '

She displaced the ewer from the basin and substituted
the brass can. She covered the can with a white towel,
uncovered the soap dish, and disappeared, closing the
door as softly as if it and the doorpost were padded with
velvet. Perfect establishment!
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mously in earnest, but because he disliked and despised
the conventional habits and manners and appearance of
the clergy and, in any case, intensely disliked being one
of a class. For the same reasons he wore a monocle;
not because the vision of his right eye was defective but
because no clergyman wears a monocle. It is not done
by the priesthood and that is why the Reverend Cyril
Boom Bagshaw did it.

He strolled negligently into the morning room, his
hands in his trouser pockets, the skirt of his jacket rum-
pled on his wrists. He gave the impression of having
been strolling about the house all day and of now stroll-
ing in here for want of a better room to stroll into. He
nodded negligently to Sabre, “ Hullo, Sabre.” He smiled
¥ negligently at Mabel and seated himself negligently on
 the edge of the table, still with his hands in his pockets.
He swung one leg negligently and negligently remarked,
“ Good morning, Mrs. Sabre. Embroidery? ”

Sabre had the immediate and convinced feeling that
the negligent and reverend gentleman was not in his
house but that he was permitted to be in the house of the
negligent and reverend gentleman. And this was the
feeling that the negligent and reverend gentleman in-
variably gave to his hosts, whoever they might be; like-
wise to his congregations. Indeed it was said by a pro-
fane person (who fortunately does not enter this history)
that the Deity entered Mr. Boom Bagshaw’s church on
the same terms, and accepted them.

As he sat negligently swinging his leg he frequently
strained his chin upwards and outwards, rather as if hie
collar were tight (but it was neatly loose), or as if he
were performing an exercise for stretching the muscles
of his neck. This was a habit of his.
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He moved each deliberately and set it down with a
slight thump, rather as if it were a chessman.

He directed the fork at Sabre and after an impressive
moment spoke :

“You know, Sabre, I don’t think you’re quite alive
to what it is that is growing up about you. Flippancy
is out of place. I abominate flippancy.” (“ Well, dash it,
it ’s my house!” Sabre thought.) * This Garden Home
is not a speculation. It’s not a fad. It ’s not a joke.
What is it? You’re thinking it’s a damned nuisance.
You ’re right. It is a damned nuisance — ”

Sabre began, “ Well —”

“ Now, listen, Sabre. It ¢s a damned nuisance; and I
put it to you that, when a toad is discovered embedded
in a solid mass of coal or stone, that coal or stone, when
it was slowly forming about that toad, was a damned
nuisance to the toad.”

Sabre asked, “ Well, am I going to be discovered em-
bedded —

“ Now, listen, Sabre. Another man in my place would
say he did not intend to be personal. I do intend to be
personal. I always am personal. I say that this Garden
Home is springing up about you and that you are not
realising what is happening. This Garden Home is go-
ing to enshrine life as it should be lived. More. It is
going to make life be lived as it should be lived. Some
one said to me the other day — the Duchess of Wear-
mouth; T was staying at Wearmouth Castle — that the
Garden Home is going to be a sanctuary. I said ‘ Bah!’
like that — ‘Bah!’ I said, ¢ Every town, every city, every
village is a sanctuary; and asleep in its sanctuary; and
dead to life in its sanctuary; and dead to Christ in its
sanctuary.” I said, ‘ The Garden Home is not going to
be a sanctuary, nor yet a sepulchre, nor yet a tomb. It
is going to be a symbol, a signal, a shout.” More ham.”






IF WINTER COMES 125

the hedge of flowers which he had replaced and looked
sulkily across. “ What kind of thing?”

Sabre had a vision of himself advancing an egg for
Mr. Bagshaw’s hammer. ‘ About having no poor in the
Garden Home. Isn’t there something about the poor
being always with us?”’

‘ Certainly there is.”

“In the Bible?”

“In the Bible. Do you know to whom it was ad-
dressed?”

Sabre admitted that he did n’t.

“To Judas Iscariot.” (Smash went the egg!)

Sabre said feebly — he could not handle his arguments
— “Well, anyway, ‘always with us’— there you are.
If you 're going to create a place where life is going to
be lived as it should be lived, I don’t see how you 're go-
ing to shut the poor out of it. Aren’t they a part of life?
They ’ve got as much right to get away from mean streets
and ugly surroundings as we have —and a jolly sight
more need. Always with us. It does n’t matter tuppence
whom it was said to.”

“ It happens,” pronounced Mr. Boom Bagshaw, “to
matter a great deal more than tuppence. It happens to
knock the bottom clean out of your argument. It was
addressed to the Iscariot because the Iscariot was trying
to do just what you are trying to do. He was trying to
make duty to the poor an excuse for grudging service to
Christ. Now, listen, Sabre. If people thought a little
less about their duty towards the poor and a little more
about their duty towards themselves, they would be in a
great deal fitter state to help their fellow creatures, poor
or rich. That is what the Garden Home is to do for
those who live in it, and that is what the Garden Home
is going to do.”

He stabbed sharply with the butt of a dessert knife on
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and Mabel, thanks to her guest, delightfully mooded.
Good, therefore, for the afternoon. When the dickens
was this chap going?

Then Bagshaw, rising sulkily, “ Well, you’d better
come up and have a look round.”

And Mabel, animatedly, “I’d like to ”’; and to Sabre,
“You won’t care to come, Mark.”

Sabre said, “ No, I won’t.”

X

Throughout dinner — Mabel returned only just in time
to get ready for dinner — Sabre examined with dispas-
sionate interest the exercise of trying to say certain words
and being unable to say them. They conversed desul-
torily; in their usual habit. He told himself that he was
speaking several hundred ‘other” words; but the in-
tractable words that he desired to utter would not be
framed. He counted them on his fingers under the table,
Only seven: ‘“Well, how was the Garden Home look-
ing?” Only seven. He could not say them. The in-
cident they brought up rankled. He had come home to
take a day off with her. She knew he was there at the
luncheon table to take a day off with her. It had inter-
ested her so little, she had been so entirely indifferent
to it, that she had not even expressed a wish he should
so much as attend hker on the inspection with Bagshaw.
The more he thought of it the worse it rankled. She
knew he was at home to be with her and she had deliber-
ately walked off and left him. . . . “ Well, how was the
Garden Home looking?” No. Not much. He could n’t.
He visualised the impossible seven written on the table-
cloth. He saw them in script; he saw them in print;
he imagined them written by a finger on the wall. Say
them — no.
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naturally, he’s pleased — enthusiasticc. He’s done
more than any one else to keep the idea going.”

Sabre laughed. “I should say so! Marvellous per-
son! What’s he going to do about not wearing clerical
dress when he has to wear gaiters? ”

“What do you mean — gaiters?”

Signs of flying up. What on earth for? ‘Why,
when he’s a bishop. Don’t you —”

She flew up. “1I suppose that’s some sneer!”

“Sneer! Rot. Imeanit. A chap like Bagshaw ’s not
going to be a parish priest all his life. He’s out to be a
bishop and he’ll be a bishop. If he changed his mind
and wanted to be a Judge or a Cabinet Minister, he ’d be
a Judge or a Cabinet Minister. He’s that sort.”

“ 1 knew you were sneering.”

“ Mabel, don’t be silly. I’m not sneering. Bagshaw’s
a clever—"

“ You say he’s ¢ that sort.” That’s a sneer.” She put
her hands on the arms of her chair and raised herself to
sit upright. She spoke with extraordinary intensity.
‘ Nearly everything you say to me or to my friends is a
sneer. There’s always something behind what you say.
Other people notice it —

“ Other people.”

“Yes. Other people. They say you’re sarcastic.
That’s just a polite way —"

He said, “ Oh, come now, Mabel. Not sarcastic. I
swear no one thinks I’m sarcastic. I promise you Bag-
shaw does n’t. Bagshaw thinks I’'m a fool. A complete
fool. Look at lunch!”

She caught him up. She was really angry. “ Yes.
Look at lunch. That’s just what I mean. Any one
that comes to the house, any of my friends, anything they
say you must always take differently, always argue about.
That’s what I call sneering —”
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he watched it, immediately it lifted its head and answered
her own. “Look here—" he began; and stopped.
“ Look here,” he said more quietly, “ don’t begin that ab-
surd business again.”

“I don’t think it is absurd.”

“No, you called it ‘ funny.’”

She drew in her feet as if to arise. “ Yes, and I think
it’s funny. All of it. I think you ’ve been funny all day
to-day. Coming back like that!”

“T told you why I came back. To have a day off with
you. Funny day off it 'sbeen! You ’re right there!”

“ Yes, it has been a funny day off.”

He thought, “ My God, this bickering! Why don’t I
get out of the room?”

“ Come back for a day oﬁ with me! It’s a funny
thing you came back just in time to get that letter! Be-
fore it was delivered! There! Now you know!”

He was purely amazed. He thought, and his amaze-
ment was such that, characteristically, his anger left him;
he thought, “ Well, of all the—!”

But she otherwise interpreted his astonishment. She
thought she had made an advantage and she pressed it.
“ Perhaps you knew it was coming?

“ How on earth could I have known it was coming? ™

She seemed to pause, to be considering. * She might
have told you. You might have seen her.”

He said, “ As it happens, I did see her. Not three
hours before I came back.”

She seemed disappointed. She said, “ I know you did.
We met Lord Tybar.”

And he thought, “ Good lord! She was trying to catch
me.”

She went on, “ You never told me you’d met them.
Was n’t that funny?”

“If you’d just think a little you’d see there was
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things that to her was entirely and exasperatingly inex-
plicable; and since then, increasingly year by year, her
understanding had failed to follow him. He had retired
farther and farther into himself. He lived in his mind,
and she could by no means penetrate into his mind. His
ideas about things, his attitude towards things, were
wholly and exasperatingly incomprehensible to her.

“It’s like,” she had once complained to her father,
“it’s like having a foreigner in the house.”

Things, in her expression, “ went on ” in his mind, and
she could not understand what went on in his mind, and
it exasperated her to know they were going on and that
she could not understand them.

“ ] —don’t — believe — I — would.” Characteristic,
typical expression of those processes of his mind that she
could not understand! And then the reason: “I
would n’t because 1°d have known perfectly well that
you’d have thought it — funny.”

And, exasperation on exasperation’s head, he was right.
She did think it funny; and by his very reply — for she
knew him well enough, so exasperatingly well, to know
that this was complete sincerity, complete truth — he
proved to her that it was not really funny but merely
something she could not understand. Robbery of her
fancy, her hope that it was something definite against
him, something justifiably incentive of resentment, of
jealousy!

It was as if he had said, “ You can’t understand a letter
like this. There’s nothing in it to understand. And
that’s just what you can’t understand. Look here, you
see my head. I’m in there. You can’t come in. You
don’t know how to. I can’t tell you how to. Nobody
could tell you. And you would n’t know what to make
of it if you did get in.”

Exasperating. Insufferable. Insupportable!






CHAPTER 1V
1

THESE events were on a Monday. On the following
Thursday Nona came to see him at his office.

She was announced through the speaking-tube on his
desk:

“Lady Tybar to see you, sir.”

Nona! But he was not really surprised. He had
taken no notice of her letter. He had wanted to go up to
Northrepps to see her, but he had not been. When two
days passed and still he prevented himself from going,
he began to have the feeling — somehow — that she
would come to see him. It was the third day and she was
here, downstairs.

“ Ask her to come up,” he said.

She came in. She wore (as Sabre saw it) “ a pale-blue
sort of thing” and “a sort of black hat.” He had con-
sidered it as an odd thing, in his thoughts of her since
their meeting, that, though he could always have some
kind of notion what other women were wearing, he never
could remember any detail of Nona’s dress.

But it was her face he always looked at.

She stood still immediately she was across the thresh-
old and the door closed behind her. She was smiling as
though she felt herself to be up to some lark. “ Hullo,
Marko. Don’t you hate me for coming in here like this? ”

“It’s jolly surprising.”

“ That ’s another way of saying it. Now if you ’d said
it was surprisingly jolly! Well, shake hands, Marko,
and pretend you ’re glad.”
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ing and Fortune incident. “ Pretty rotten of old For-
tune, don’t you think?”

“Qld fiend!” said Nona. “ Old trout!”

Sabre laughed. ‘“ Good word, trout. The men here
all say he’s like a whale. They call him Jonah,” and he
told her why.

She laughed gaily. ‘““Marko! How disgusting you
are! But I’'m sorry. I am. Poor old Marko. . . . Of
course it does n’t matter a horse-radish what an old trout
like that thinks about your work, but it does matter,
does n’t it? I know how you feel. They had an author
man at a place we were staying at the other day —
Maurice Ash — and he told me that although he says it
does n’t matter, and knows it does n’t matter, when an
absolutely trivial person says something riling about any
of his stuff, still it does matter. He said a thing you ’ve
produced out of yourself you can’t bear to have slighted
—not by the butcher. Gladys Occleve made us laugh.
Maurice Ash said to her, ‘It’s like a mother’s child.
Look here, you're a countess,’ he said to her. ‘You
ought n’t to mind what a butcher thinks of your children;
but supposing the butcher said your infant Henry was a
stupid little brat; what would you do?’ Gladys said
she ’d dash a best end of the neck straight into his face.”

Sabre laughed. “ Yes, that’s the feeling. But of
course, all these books” — he indicated the shelves —
‘“aren’t mine, not my children, more like my adopted
children.”

She declared it was the same thing. * More so, in a
way. You’ve invented them, have n’t you, called them
out of the vasty deep sort of thing and brought them up
in the way they should go. I do think it’s rather fine,
Marko.”

She was at the shelves, scanning the books. Her fond,
her almost tender sympathy made him, too, feel that it
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head. I believe you live in your old head, you know.
Puzzling things. Clever beast! I wish I could live in
mine.” And she gave a note of laughter.

“ Where do you live, Nona? ™

“I don’t live. I just go on” — she paused — “ flot-
sam.”

Strange word to use, strangely speken!

It seemed to Sabre to drop with a strange, detached
effect into the conversation between them. His habit of
visualising inanimate things caused him to see as it were
a pool between them at their feet, and from the word
dropped into it ripples that came to his feet upon his
margin of the pool and to her feet upon hers.

III

He took the word away from its personal application.
“I believe that ’s rather what I was thinking about when
you came, Nona. About how we just go on — flotsam.
Don’t you know on a river where it’s tidal, or on the
seashore at the turn, the mass of stuff you see there,
driftwood and spent foam and stuff, just floating there,
uneasily, brought in and left there — from somewhere;
and then presently the tide begins to take it and it’s
drawn off and moves away and goes — somewhere. Ar-
rives and floats and goes. That’s mysterious, Nona?”

She said swiftly, as though she were stirred, “ Oh,
Marko, yes, that ’s mysterious. Do you know sometimes
I’ve seen drift like that, and I’ve felt—oh, I don’t
know. But I’ve put out a stick and drawn in a piece of
wood just as the stuff was moving off, just to save it be-
ing carried away into — well, into that, you know.”

“ Have you, Nona?”

She answered, “ Do you think that’s what life is,
Marko?
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“ You don’t know me. I ’'ve been growing awful these
years.”

“Tell me how awful you are. Does Mabel think
you ’'re awful?”

“You ask her! I’m the most unsatisfactory sort e
person it’s possible to meet. Really.”

“ Go on; tell me, Marko. I like this.”

“ What, like hearing how unsatisfactory I am?”

“T like hearing you talk. You’ve got rather a nice
voice — I used to tell you that, didn’t I? —and I like
hearing you stumbling about trying to explain your ideas.
You’'ve got ideas. You'’re rather an ideary person.
Go on. Why are you unsatisfactory?”

How familiar her voice was on that note, — caressing,
drawing him on.

He said, “I’ll tell you, Nona. I’m unsatisfactory be-
cause I’ve got the most infernal habit of seeing things
from about twenty points of view instead of one. For
other people, that’s the most irritating thing you can
possibly imagine. I’ve no convictions; that’s the
trouble. I swing about from side to side. I always can
see the other side of a case, and you know, that’s abso-
lutely fatal —”

She said gently, “ Fatal to what, Marko?”

He was going to say, ‘“ To happiness ”; but he looked at
her and then looked away. “ Well, to everything; to
success. You can’t possibly be successful if you have n’t
got convictions — what I call bald-headed convictions.
That ’s what success is, Nona, the success of politicians
and big men whose names are always in the papers. It’s
that: seeing a thing from only one point of view and
going all out for it from that point of view. Convic-
tions. Not mucking about all round a thing and seeing
it from about twenty different sides like I do. You
know, you can’t possibly pull out this big, booming sort
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He said thoughtfully, “I tell you a thing I often think
a lot about, Nona. You being here like this puts it in
my mind. Conventions.”

She smiled teasingly. ‘“ Ah, poor Marko. I knew
you’d simply hate it, my coming in like this. Does it
seem terribly unconventional, improper, to you, shut up
with me in your office? ”

He shook his head. “ It seems very nice. That’s all
it seems. But it does bring into my mind that you’re
the sort of person that doesn’t think tuppence about
what’s usually done or what’s not usually done; and
that reminded me of things I ’ve thought about conven-
tions. Look here, Nona, this really is rather interest-
lng_”

“Yes,” she said. “ Yes.”

Just so he used to bring ideas to her; just so, with “ Yes
— yes,” she used to receive them.

But he went on. “ Why, convention, you know, it’s
the most mysterious, extraordinary thing. It’s a code
society has built up to protect itself and to govern itself,
and when you go into it it’s the most marvellous code
that ever was invented. All sorts of things that the law
does n’t give, and could n’t give, our conventions shove
in on us in the most amazing way. And all probably
originated by a lot of Mother Grundy-ish old women,
that’s what’s so extraordinary. You know, if all the
greatest legal minds of all the ages had laid themselves out
to make a social code they could never have got anywhere
near the rules the people have built up for themselves.
And that’s what I like, Nona — that ’s what I think so
interesting and the best thing in life: the things the people
do for themselves without any State interference. That’s
what 1’d encourage all I knew how if I were a politi-
cian —”

He broke off. “I say, aren’t I the limit, gassing
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“It doesn’t, Marko. I can see much worse things
just on the same principle.”

He said pleasedly, ‘“ Of course you can, can’t you?
Look at all this stuff there’s been in the papers lately
about what they call the problem of the unmarried
mother. Now there’s a brute of a case for you: a girl
gets into trouble and while she sticks to her baby she’s
made an outcast; every door is shut to her; her own
people will have nothing to do with her; no one will take
her in — so long as she ’s got the baby with her. That’s
convention and you can imagine cases where it’s cruel
beyond words. But it ’s no good cursing society about it.
You can’t help seeing that the convention is funda-
mentally right and essential. Where on earth would
you be if girls with babies could find homes as easily
as girls without babies?” He smiled. “ You’d have
babies pouring out all over the place. See it?”

She nodded. “I do think that’s interesting, Marko.
I think that’s most awfully interesting. Yes, cruel and
hateful and preposterous, many of them, but all funda-
mentally right. I think that’s absorbing. I shall look
out for conventions now, and when they annoy me most
1’1l think out what they 're based on. I will!”

“Well, it’s not a bad idea,” he said. ‘It helps in all
sorts of ways to think things out as they happen to you.
You don’t realise what a mysterious business life is till
you begin to do that; and once you begin to feel the
mysteriousness of it there’s not much can upset you.
You get the feeling that you’re part of an enormous,
mysterious game, and you just wonder what the last
move means. Eh?”

She did not answer.

Presently she said, “ Yes, you do still think things,
Marko. You have n’t changed a bit, you know. You 're
just the same.”
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the index finger of each hand, her elbows sticking out on
each side of her head. Thus severally occupied, she
and Lord Tybar made an unusual picture, and a not in-
considerable proportion of the youth and citizens of Tid-
borough stood round the front of the car and enjoyed the
unusual picture that they made.

The spectators looked up at Nona’s call; Lord Tybar
ceased the handle and looked up with his engaging smile;
the uncommonly pretty woman removed her fingers from
her ears and also turned upwards her uncommonly pretty
face.

“Hullo!” called Lord Tybar. ‘“Did you happen to
hear my sighs?”

““ That appalling noise!” said Nona. “ You ought to
be prosecuted! ”

“If you’d had it next to you!” piped the uncom-
monly pretty lady in an uncommonly pretty voice. “It’s
like a whole ship being seasick together.”

“It’s nothing of the kind,” protested Lord Tybar.
“It’s the plaintive lament of a husband entreating his
wife.”” He directed his eyes further backward. “ Good
morning, Mr. Fortune. Did you recognize my voice
calling my wife? There were tears in it. Perhaps you
did n’t.”

“ Good lord,” said Sabre, * there’s old Fortune at his
window. I’ll come down with you, Nona.”

As they went down he asked her, “ Who’s that with
him in the car?”

“ One of his friends. Staying with us.”

Something in her voice made it — afterwards — oc-
cur to him as odd that she spoke of one of “his”, not
one of “our” friends, and did not mention her name.

“ Well, the whole of Tidborough knows where you ’ve
been, Nona,” Lord Tybar greeted them. ‘“ And a good
place too.” He addressed the lady by his side. ‘ Puggo,
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Nona broke in. “ I suppose we 're going to start some
time? ”

“ Will you come and sit here?”’ Puggo inquired, but
without making any movement.

“ No, I ’ll sit behind.”

She got in. “ Good-by, Marko.” Her voice sounded
tired. She gave Sabre her hand. “ Jolly, the books,”
she said. “ And our talk.”

“ Now throw yourself in front, any boy who wants
to be killed,” Lord Tybar called to the idlers. “ No
corpses to-day?” He let in the clutch. * Good-by,
Sabre. Good-by, good-by.” He waved his hand airily. -
The big car slid importantly up the street.

Sabre watched them pass out of sight. As the car
turned out of The Precincts into High Street — a nasty
corner — Lord Tybar, alone of the three, one hand on
the steering wheel, half turned in his seat and twirled the
silver-grey bowler in gay farewell.

Or mockery?

X

Through the day Sabre’s thoughts, as a man sorting
through many documents and coming upon and retaining
one, fined down towards a picture of himself alone with
Nona — alone with her, watching her beautiful face —
and saying to her: “ Look here, there were three things
you said, three expressions you used. Explain them,
Nona.”

Fined down towards this picture, sifting the docu-
ments.

He thought, “ Tybar — Tybar.— They 're just alike
in their way of saying things, Nona and Tybar. That
bantering way they talk when they 're together — when
they ’re together. Tybar does, whoever he’s with. Not
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I ever reproached her. I thought I’d forgotten it, ab-
solutely. But I haven’t. It came out in that moment
that I haven’t. ‘The life you’ve —taken!’ I meant
it to sting. Damn me, it did sting. That look she gave!
As if T had struck her. — What rot! How could it sting
her? How could she mind? Only if she regretted. —
Is it likely? .

He thought, “ But is she happy? Is it all what it ap-
pears between them? That remark she made to that
woman and the extraordinary way she said it. ‘You
never forget you 're married, do you?’ Amazing thing
to say, the way she said it. What did she mean? And
that woman. She said something like, ‘ Nor you, do
you?’ and looked at me and then at Tybar. And Tybar
looked — at Nona, at me, as if he’d got some joke, some
mock. . . .”

He thought, “ What rot! She chose. She knew he
was her sort. She knew I wasn’t. She chose deliber-
ately. . . .”

Clearly, as it were yesterday, he remembered the day
she had declared to him her choice. In the Cathedral
cloisters. Walking together. And suddenly, in the
midst of indifferent things, she told him, “I say, Marko,
I’m going to marry Lord Tybar.”

And his reply, the model of indifference. * Are yeu,
Nona?”

Nothing else said of it between them. There would
certainly have been more discussion if she had said she
was going to buy a packet of hairpins. And his thought
had immediately been, not this nor that nor the other of
a hundred thoughts proper to a blow so stunning, but
merely and immediately and precisely that he would tell
his father Yes to what that very morning he had told
him No, — that he would go into the Fortune, East and
Sabre business. Extraordinary effect from such a cause!






CHAPTER V
I

Burt it was October before he asked her to explain
them. The Tybars, as he learnt when next he met her,
a week after her visit to the office, were only at North-
repps for a breathing space after their foreign tour.
Through the summer they were going the usual social
round, ending in Scotland. Back in October for the
shooting, and wintering there through the hunting season.

So she told him; and he thought while she was speak-
ing, “ All right. I°’ll accept that. That helps to stop me
asking her. If an opportunity occurs before she goes
I’ll ask her. I must. But if it doesn’t occur I’ll ac-
cept that. I won’t make an opportunity.”

It did not occur, and he abode by his resolution. He
met her once or twice, always in other company. And
she was always then particularly gay, particularly airy,
particularly bantering. But answering her banter he
once caught an expression behind her airiness. He
thought, “ It is a shield ”’; and he turned away abruptly
from her. He could not bear it.

This was on the occasion of a little dinner party at
Northrepps to which he had come with Mabel; Major
Hopscotch Millet and one or two others were among the
guests. Major Millet, who had been in particularly hop-
scotch, Ri-te O! form throughout the evening, was
walking back, but Mabel invited him to accompany them
in the ancient village fly. “Ri-te O!” said Major
Millet with enormous enthusiasm.
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friends. In August she was with her own people on
their annual holiday at Buxton. There Sabre, who had
a fortnight, joined her. It happened to be the fortnight
of the croquet tournament, and it happened that Major
Millet was also in Buxton. Curiously enough he had
also been at Bournemouth, whence Mabel had just come
from cousins, and they had played much croquet there
together. It was projected as great fun to enter the
Buxton tournament in partnership, and Sabre did not see
a great deal of Mabel.

It was late September when they resumed life together
at Penny Green. In their absence the light railway link-
ing up the Garden Home with Tidborough and Chovens-
bury had been opened with enormous excitement and
celebration; and Mabel became at once immersed in pay-
ing calls and joining the activities of the new and in-
tensely active community.

Then Low Jinks knocked her knee.

The knee swelled and for two days Low Jinks had to
keep her leg on a chair. It greatly annoyed Mabel to
see Low Jinks sitting in the kitchen with her leg “ stuck
out on a chair.” She told Sabre it was extraordinary
how  that class of person ” always got in such a horrible
state from the most ridiculous trifles. “I suppose I
knock my knee a dozen times a week, but my knee does n’t
swell up and get disgusting. You’re always reading in
the paper about common people getting stung by wasps,
or getting a scratch from a nail, and dying the next day.
They must be in a horrible state. It always makes me
feel quite sick.”

Sabre laughed. ““ Well, I expect poor old Low Jinks
feels pretty sick too.”

“ She enjoys it.”

“ What, sitting there with a knee like a muffin? I
had a look at her just now. Don’t you think she might
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attitude towards things; that she could not, — neither
his attitude nor, what was more, her own.

Now. What was this leading up to? “ She did it
bringing in your bicycle.” Puzzling sometimes over pas-
sages with Mabel that with mysterious and surprising sud-
denness had plunged into scenes, he had whimsically en-
visaged how he had been, as it were, led blindfolded to
the edge of a precipice, and then, whizz! sent flying over
on to the angry crags below.

Bantering protest sometimes averted the disaster.
“Well, come now, Mabel, that’s not my fault. That
was your idea, making Low Jinks come out and meet

.me every evening as if the old bike was a foam-flecked

steed. Wasn't it now?”

“Yes, but not in the dark.”

Mysterious manceuvring! But he felt he was ap-
proaching the edge. “ In the dark?”

“Yes, not in the dark. What I mean is, I really can-
not imagine why you must keep up your riding all
through the winter. It was different when there was
no other way. Now the railway is running I simply
cannot imagine why you don’t use it.”

“Well, that’s easy — because I like the ride.”

“You can’t possibly like riding back on these pitch.
dark nights, cold and often wet. That’s absurd.”

“Well, I like it a jolly sight better than fugging up in
those carriages with all that gassing crowd of Garden
Home fussers.”

And immediately, whizz! he went over the edge.

“That’s just it!” Mabel said. And he thought,
({3 Ah! ”

“That’s just it. And of course you laugh. Why
you can’t be friendly with people like other men, I never
can imagine. There’re heaps of the nicest people up
at the Garden Home, but from the first you 've set your-
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her, to proceed from impatience to loss of temper, was
flatly as cruel as to permit impatience and anger with one
bedridden and therefore unable to join in robust exer-
cises. He thought, “I’ll not do it.”

She said, actually repeating her last words, “ Yes, if
you ask me, it’s because you don’t think they 're good
enough for you. As it happens, there ’re all sorts of par-
ticularly nice men up there, only you never take the
trouble to know them. And clever —the only thing
you pretend to judge by; though what you can find
clever in Mr. Fargus or those Perches goodness only
knows. There 're all sorts of Societies and Circles and
Meetings up there that I should have thought were just
what would have attracted you. But, no. You prefer
that pottering Mr. Fargus with his childish riddles and
even that young Perch without spirit enough to go half a
yard without that everlasting old mother of his—”

It was longer and fiercer than he had expected. He
intercepted. “I say, Mabel, what’s the point of all
this, exactly?”

“'The point is that it makes it rather hard for me,
the way you go on. I’ve made many, many friends up
at the Garden Home. Do you suppose it does n’t seem
funny to them that my husband is never to be seen, never
comes near the place, never meets their husbands? Of
course they must think it funny. I know I feel it
very awkward.”

He thought, “ Girding! Sneering! Can’t I get out
of this?” Then he thought, “ Dash it, man, it’s only
just her way. What 45 there in it?” He said, “ Yes,
but look here, Mabel, we started at my riding home in
the dark — or rather at old Low Jinks’s muffin kmee.
Let’s work out the trouble about that.”

“That’s what I’'m talking about. I think it’s ex-
traordinary of you to go riding by yourself all through
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“I never can understand any of your ideas, except
that no one else ever seems to have them. Except your
Fargus friends perhaps. I should keep them for them if
I were you. Anyway, all I wanted to say I 've said. All
I wanted to say was that, if you persist in riding home in
the dark, I really cannot allow Rebecca to go out and
bring in your bicycle. After this leg of hers is over, if
it ever is over, I really cannot allow it any more. That’s
all I wanted to say.”

She left the room.

He began to fumble with extraordinary intensity in the
pocket of his dinner jacket for his cigarette case. He
could feel it, but his fingers seemed all thumbs. He got
it out and it slipped through his fingers on to the table.
His hands were shaking.



CHAPTER VI
I

A DRAPER occupied the premises opposite Fortune, East
and Sabre’s. On the following afternoon, just before
five o’clock, Sabre saw Nona alight from her car and go
into the draper’s. He put on his hat and coat and de-
scended into the street. As he crossed the road she came
out.

“ Hullo, Marko!”

“Hullo. Well, there’s evidently one woman in the
world who can get out of a draper’s in under an hour.
You have n’t been in a minute.”

“Did you see me go in? As a matter of fact I did n’t
want anything. As a matter of fact, I was making up my
mind —”

“ Whether to come in and see me?”

She nodded.
“ What about having some tea somewhere? ”’
“T think that’s a good idea.” !

He suggested the Cloister Tea Rooms. She spoke to
the chauffeur and accompanied him.

II

The Cloister Tea Rooms were above a pastry cook’s on
the first floor of one of the old houses in The Precincts.
‘The irregularly shaped room provided several secluded
tables, and they took one in a remote corner. But their
conwersation would have suffered nothing in a more cen-
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tral and neighboured situation. Nona began some ac-
count of her summer visitations. Sabre spoke a little of
local busimesses: had she seen the new railway? Had
she been round the Garden Home since her return? But
the subjects were but skirmishers thrown out before
dense armies of thoughts that massed behind; met, and
trifled, and rode away. When pretence of dragging out
the meal could no longer be maintained, Nona looked at
her watch. “ Well, I must be getting back. We have n’t
had a particularly enormous tea, but the chauffeur ’s had
none.”

Sabre said, “ Yes, let’s get out of this.” It was as
though the thing had been a strain,

He put her into the car. She was so very, very quiet.
He said, “ I ’ve half a mind to drive up with you. I°d like
a ride, and a walk back.”

She said the car could run him back, or take him
straight over to Penny Green. “ Yes, come along up,
Marko. They have rather fun in the billiard room after
tea.”

He got in and she shared with him the heavy fur rug.
“ Not that I want fun in the billiard room,” he said.

She asked him lightly, * Pray what can we provide for
you, then?”

“1I just want to drive up with you.”

III

It was only three miles to Northrepps. It seemed to
Sabre an incredibly short time before a turn in the road
fronted them with the park gates. And they had not
spoken a word! He said, “ By Jove, this car travels!
I’ll get down at the gates, Nona. I’m mot coming in.
I want the walk back.”
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Well, Iwantxttobeonlyyesterday I wunt to go on
from there.”

She said, “ Yes.”

He hardly could hear the word. He looked at her.
She was as tall as he. Not least of the contributions to
her beauty in his eyes was the slim grace of her stature.
But her face was averted ; and he wanted most terribly to
see her face. “ Stand a minute and look at me, Nona.”
He touched her arm. “1I want to see your face.”

She turned towards him and raised her eyes to his
eyes. “Oh, what is it you want to say, Marko? ”

There was that which glistened upon her lower lids;
and about her mouth were trembling movements; and in
her throat a pulse beating.

He said, “It’s you I want to say something. I want
you to explain some things. Some things you said.
Nona, when you came into my room that day and shook
hands you said, ¢ There!’ when you gave me your hand.
You took off your glove and said, ‘ There!’ I want to
know why you said ‘ There!’ And you said, ‘ Well, I
had to come.” And you said you were flotsam. And that
night — when we’d been up to you— you said, ‘Oh,
Marko, do write to me.” I want you to explain what you
meant.”

She said, “ Oh, how can you remember? ”

He answered, “ Because I remember, you must ex-
plain.”

“ Please let me sit down, Marko.” She faltered a
little laugh. “I can explain better sitting down.”

A felled trunk had been placed against the trees facing
towards the parkland. They went to it and he sat be-
side her. She sat upright but bending forward a little
over her crossed knees, her hands clasped on them, look-
ing before her across the park.

“ No, you must look at me,” he said.
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She very slowly turned her body towards him. He
thought her most beautiful and the expression of her
beautiful face was most terrible to him in all his emo-
tions.

A%

She spoke very slowly; almost with a perceptible pause
between each word. She said, “ Well, I’ll tell you. I
said ‘flotsam’, did n’t I? If I explain that — you know
what flotsam is, Marko. Have you ever looked it up in
the dictionary? The dictionary says it terribly. ‘ Goods
shipwrecked and found floating on the sea.” I’m twenty-
eight, Marko. I suppose that’s not really very old. It
seems a terrible age to me. You see, you judge age by
what you are in contrast with what you were. If you're
very happy I think it can’t matter how old you are. If
you look back to when you were happy and then come to
the now when you’re not, it seems a most terrible and
tremendous gulf — and you see yourself just floating —
drifting farther and farther away from the happy years
and just being taken along, taken along, to God knows
where, God knows to what.” She put out the palms of
her hands towards where misty evening banked sombrely
across the park. ‘That’s very frightening, Marko.”

The live thing ran beneath the leaves banked at their
feet. A stronger gust came in the air. A scattering of
leaves clustered together and moved with sudden agita-
tion across the sward before them; paused and seemed
to be trying to flutter a hold into the ground; rushed
aimlessly at a tangent to their former direction; paused
again; and again seemed to be holding on. Before a
sudden gust they were spun helplessly upward, sported
aloft in mazy arabesques, scattered upon the breeze.

“Those leaves!” she said. And as if she had not
made the interjection she went on, “ Mest awfully fright-
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ening. Well, all the time there was you, Marko. You
were always different from anybody I ever knew. Long
ago I used to chaff you because you, were so different.
In those two years when we were away it got awful.
In those two years I knew I was flotsam. One day —
in India — I went and looked at it in the little dictionary
in my writing case, and I knew I was. Do you know
what I did? I crossed out flotsam in the dictionary and
wrote Nona. There it was, and it was the most exact
thing — ‘ Nona: goods shipwrecked and found floating
in the sea.” I meant to have torn out the page. I forgot.
I left it there and Tony saw it.”

Sabre said, “ What did he say?” In all she had told
him there was something omitted. He knew that his
question approached the missing quantity. But she did
not answer it.

She went on, “ Well, there was you. And I began to
want you most awfully. You were always such a dear,
slow person; and I wanted that most awfully. You
were so steady and good and you had such quiet old ideas
about duty and rightness and things, and you thought
about things so, and I wanted that most frightfully.
You see, I’d known you all my life — well, that’s how
it was, Marko. That explains all the things you asked.
I said ¢ There’; and I said I had to come; because 1°d
wanted it so much, so long. And I wanted you to
write to me because I did want to go on having the help
I had from you—"

He had desired her to look at him, but it was he who
had turned away. He sat with his head between his
hands, his elbows on his knees.

She repeated, with rather a plaintive note, as though
in his pose she saw some pain she had caused him, “ You
see, I had known you all my life, Marko — ”

He said, still looking upon the ground between his
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feet, “ But you haven't explained anything. You've
only told me. You have n’t explained why.”

She said with astounding simplicity, “ Well, you see,
Marko, I made a mistake. I made a most frightful
mistake. I chose. I chose wrong. I ought to have
married you, Marko.” '

And his words were a groan. ‘“Nona — Nona —”



CHAPTER VII
I

He was presently walking back, returning to Tidbor-
ough.

He was trying very hard, all his life’s training against
sudden unbridling of his bridled passions, to grapple his
mind back from its wild and passionate desires and from
its amazed coursings upon the immense prairies, teeming
with hazards, fears, enchantments, hopes, dismays, that
broke before this hour as breaks upon the hunter’s
gaze, amazingly awarded from the hill, savannas bound-
less, new, unpathed, — from these to grapple back his
mind to its schooled thought and ordered habit, to its
well-trodden ways of duty, obligation, rectitude. He had
not left them. But for that cry of her name wrung from
him by sudden application of pain against whose shock
he was not steeled, he had answered nothing to her
lamentable disclosure. This which he now knew, these
violent passions which now he felt, but lit for him
more whitely the road his feet must take. If he had ever
tried consciously to see his life and Mabel’s from Mabel’s
point of view, now, when his mind threatened disloyalty
to her, he must try. And would! The old habit, the old
trick of seeing the other side, acted never so strongly
upon him as when unkindness appeared to lie in his own
attitude. Unkindness was unfairness and unfairness was
above all qualities the quality he could not tolerate. And
here was unfairness, open, monstrous, dishonourable.

Mabel should not feel it.

But he was aware, he was informed as by a voice in
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his ears, “ You have struck your tents. You are upon
the march.”

II

He approached the town. The school lay in this
quarter and his way ran through its playing fields and
its buildings. Nature in her moods much fashioned his
thoughts when he walked the countryside or rode his
daily journey on his bicycle. He now carried his thoughts
into her mood that stood about him.

Nature was to him in October, and not in spring,
poignantly suggestive, deeply mysterious, in her intense
and visible occupation. She was enormously busy; but
she was serenely busy. She was stripping her house of
its deckings, dismantling her habitation to the last and
uttermost leaf; but she stripped, dismantled, extin-
guished, broke away, not in despair, defeat, but in or-
dered preparation and with exquisite certitude of glory
anew. That, in October, was her voice to him, stirring
tremendously that faculty of his of seeing more clearly,
visioning life more poignantly, with his mind than with
his eye. She spoke to him of preparation for winter, and
beyond winter with ineffable assurance for spring, bring
winter what it might. He saw her dismantling all her
house solely to build her house again. She packed down.
She did not pack up, which is confusion, flight, abandon-
ment. She packed down, which is resolve, resistance, hus-
bandry of power to build and burst again; and burst
again, — in stout affairs of outposts in sheltered banks
and secret nooks; in swift, amazing sallies of violet and
daffodil and primrose; in multitudinous clamour of all
her buds in May; and last in her resistless tide and flood
and avalanche of beauty to triumph and possession.

That was October’s voice to him; that he apprehended
and tingled to it, as the essence of its strange, heavy
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odours; secret of its veiling mists; whisper of its mois-
ture-laden airs; song of its swollen ditches, brooks and
runnels. It was not “ Take down. It is done.” It was
“Take down. It is beginning.”

Mankind, frail parasite of doubt, seeks ever for a sign,
conceives no certainty but the enormous certitude of
uncertainty. A sign! In death: “ Take down, then;
but leave me this — and this — for memory. Perhaps
— who knows?— it may be true. . . . But leave me
this for memory.” In promise: “ So be it, then — but
give me some pledge, some proof, some sign.” Not thus
October. October spoke to Sabre of Nature’s sublime
imperviousness to doubt; of her enormous certainty, old
as creation, based in the sure foundations of the world.
“Take down. It is beginning.”

Sabre used to think, “ It gets you — terrifically. It’s
stupendous. It’s too big to bear.” He had this thought
out of October: “ You can’t, can’t walk along lanes or
in woods in October and see all this mysterious business
going on without knowing perfectly well that this as-
tounding certainty must apply equally to human life.
I’d wish the death of any one I loved to be in early
autumn. No one can possibly doubt in early autumn.
In winter, perhaps; and in spring and in summer you
can know, cynically, it will pass. But in October — no.
Impossible then. And not only death, Life. Life as one
lives it. You can’t, can’t feel in autumn that in the lowest
depths there is lower yet. You only can feel, know, that
the thing will break, that there’s an uplift at the bottom
of it all. There must be.”

II1

Take down: it is beginning. The spirit and the mes-
sage of the season (as they communicated themselves to
him) began, as opiate among enfevered senses, to steal
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awaited and confined the living stuff. Mysterious con-
ventions, laws, labours; imperceptibly receiving; im-
placably binding and shaping. The last day he had come
down the steps of Telfer’s — jumped down — how dis-
tinctly he remembered it! It was his own life he was
coming down, eagerly jumping down, into. — Well, here
he was, passing those very steps, and whose life was he
living? Mabel’'s? Old Fortune’s? And to what end?

\%

Whose life was Nona living?

He had asked her, ““ Tell me about you and Tybar.”

With pitiable gentleness of voice she had approached
that quantity which had been missing from her first
statement of her position. And she had done tribute to
her husband’s parts with generosity, nay with pride.
“ Tony does everything better than any one else.” She
had said it on that occasion of their first reéncounter; its
burthen had been the opening of her recital of what else
she had for him.

“ Marko, I think Tony’s the most wonderful person
that ever was. He does everything that men do and he
does everything best. And everybody admires him and
everybody likes him. You’ve no idea. You’ve no idea
how he wins everybody he meets. People will do any-
thing for him. They love him. Well, you 've only got
to look at him, haven’t you? Or hear him talk? I
think there’s never been any one so utterly captivating
as Tony is to look at and to hear.”

Most engagingly, with such words, she had presented
him: one that passed through life airily, exquisitely;
much fairy-gifted at his cradle with gifts of beauty,
charm, preéminence in all he touched; knowing no care,
knowing no difficulty, knowing no obstacle, or danger, or
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keep up the gay way we always show together. He
loves it; it ’s delicious to him, because it ’s a game played
over the torture underneath. And I won’t do any other
way, Marko. I will keep my face to the world — I won’t
have any one pity me.”

“1 pity you,” he had said.

“Ah, you . ..”

VI

And he was suddenly shot into an encounter of ex-
traordinary incongruity with his thoughts and of extraor-
dinary intensity. A voice accosted him. He was as-
tounded, as if suddenly awakened out of heavy sleep, to
see to where he had come. He was in the narrow old
ways of Tidborough Old Town, approaching The Pre-
cincts, by the ancient Corn Exchange. A keen-looking
young man, particularly well set up and wearing nice
tweeds, was accosting him.  Sabre recognised Otway,
captain and adjutant of the depot, up at the barracks, of
the county regiment, one of the crack regiments, famous
as “ The Pinks.”

Otway said, “ Hullo, Sabre. How goes it? Are you
going to this show to-morrow?”

He was pointing with his stick to a poster displayed
against the Corn Exchange. Sabre read it. It an-
nounced that Field Marshal Lord Roberts was speaking
there, under the auspices of the National Service League,
on Home Defence —a Citizen Army.

“I hadn’t thought about going,” Sabre said. He
wanted to get away.

Otway was staring at the poster as though he had
never seen it before; but he had been staring at it when
Sabre came along the street. “You ought to,” Otway
said. “You ought to hear old Bobs. Of course the
little chap ’s all wrong.”
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fight on the Continent for — supposing we ever do have
to fight anywhere? ”

The stick hammered away again. ‘‘ Because we’ve
got obligations there. We’ve got to defend Belgium,
for one. And if we had n’t — if we had n’t any obliga-
tions we 'd pretty soon, we’d damn soon find them as
soon as ever Germany breaks loose. That’s what these
National Service Johnnies ought to tell the people, that’s
what Bobs ought to tell them, that’s what these blasted
politicians ought to tell them: you don’t want National
Service to defend your perishing homes. The Navy ’s go-
ing to do that. You want it like hell because you ’ve got
to defend your lives — out there.” He waved his stick to-
wards “out there.” “My God!” he said. He was
consumed with the intensity of his own emotions. “ My
God!”

Despite himself, Sabre was impressed. The man
would have impressed anybody. His eyes were extraor-
dinarily penetrating. There actually were tiny little
points of perspiration about his nose.

“1T never thought about that,” Sabre said doubtfully.
“1 never thought there were any obligations. I doubt
any member of the Government would admit there were
any",

“I know damn well they would n’t,” Otway declared.
“ And they 'd be helped to deny it, or to evade it, by the
howl of laughter there’d be in the Commons if any one
had the guts to get up and ask if we had any obligations.
There’s no joke goes down like that sort of joke. Well
—” His manner changed. He tucked his stick under
his arm and took out a silver cigarette case. ‘‘ Cigarette?
Well — they ’ll laugh the other side of their chuckle
heads one of these days.”

Sabre took a cigarette. “ You're pretty sure there’s
going to be a war, are n’t you? ”
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lin Theatre, Seddon murder, this triangular cricket show.
Hell’s own excitement because there’s so much rain in
August and people in Norwich have to go about in boats,
and then hell’s own hullaballoo because there’s no rain
for twenty-two days in September and people get so dry
they can’t spit or something.” His keen face wrinkled
up into laughter. “ Eh, didn’t you read that?” He
laughed but was immediately intense again. * That’s
all that really interests the people. By God, they 'l sit
up and take notice of the real stuff one of these days.
Pretty soon. Tightening up, I tell you. Well, I’'m off,
Sabre. When are you coming up to the Mess again?
Friday? Well, guest night the week after. I’ll drop
you a line. So long.” He was off, carrying his straight
back alertly up the street.

~

VII

His going was somehow as sudden and startling as his
appearance had been sudden and tumultuous. He had
carried away Sabre’s thoughts as a jet from a hosepipe
will spin a man out of a crowd; smashed into his pre-
occupation as a stone smashing through a window upon
one deep in study; galloped across his mind as a cavalcade
thundering through a village street, — and the effect of it,
and the incongruity of it as, getting his bicycle from the
office, he rode homewards, kept returning to Sabre’s
mind, as an arresting dream will constantly break across
daylight thoughts.

Nona had said that Tybar knew she thought often of
him. “He knows I think of you.” That was the way
she had put it. It explained that mock in his eyes when
they met that day on the road, and Mrs. Winfred’s
remark and her look, and Tybar’s, that day outside the
office. Extraordinary, Otway bursting in like that
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along with all this reality pressing enormously about him,
and with this strange and terrible feeling of being at the
inning of something or at the end of something, with
s voice in his ears of, “ You have struck your tents and
are upon the march”; and there was Otway, up at the
barracks, miles away from realities, but as obsessed with
his impossible stuff as he himself with these most real
and pressing dismays. What would he, with his appre-
hension of what might lie ahead, be saying to a chap like
Otway in two or three years and what would Otway with
his obsessions be saying to him? Ah, two or three
years , , . |
But Nona loved him. . . . But his duty was here. .
And he could have taken her beautiful body into his arms
and held her beloved face to his. . . . But he had said
not a word of love to her, only his cry of “ Nona —

Nona, . . .” His duty was here. . . . But what would
the years bring . . . ? But what might have been!
What might have been!

VIII

He finished his ride in darkness. The Green, as he
paased along it on the free-wheel run, merged away
through gloom into obscurity. Points of light from the
howses showed here and there. The windows of his
home had lamplight through their lattices. The drive
was soft with leaves beneath his feet.

Lamplight, and the yielding undertread and all around
walled about with obscurity. It was new. It had shown
thus now for some nights on his return. But it was the
first time he had apprehended it. New. Different. A
commencement. An ending.

He left his bicycle in the roomy porch. He missed
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Low Jinks with her customary friendly greeting. It was
very lonely, this. He opened the hall door and eatered.
Absolute silence. He had grown uncommonly accus-
tomed to Low Jinks being here. . . . Absolute silence.
It was like coming into an empty house. And he
had got to go on coming into it, and living in it, and tre-
mendously doing his duty in it.

Like an empty house. He stood perfectly still in the
perfect stillness. Take down: it is beginning. You
have struck your tents and are upon the march.






PART THREE
EFFIE






CHAPTER 1
I

Bur life goes on without the smallest regard for in-
dividual preoccupations. You may take up what attitude
you like towards it or, with the majority, you may take
up no attitude towards it but immerse yourself in the
stupendous importance of your own affairs and disclaim
any connection with life. It does n’t matter tuppence to
life. The ostrich, on much the same principle, buries its
head in the sand; and just as forces outside the sand ulti-
mately get the ostrich, so life, all the time, is massively
getting you.

You have to go along with it.

And in October of the following year, October, 1913,
life was going along at a most delirious and thrilling
and entirely fascinating speed. There never was such
a delicious and exciting and progressive year as between
October, 1912, and October, 1913.

And it certainly took not the remotest notice of Sabre.

In February, Lord Roberts, at Bristol, opened a pro-
vincial campaign for National Service. The best people
— that is to say those who did not openly laugh at it or,
being scaremongers, rabidly approve it — considered it a
great shame and a great pity that the poor old man
should thus victimise those closing years of his life
which should have been spent in that honourable retire-
ment which is the right place for fussy old people of both
sexes and all walks of life.

Sabre, reading the reports of the campaign — two or
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tions,” he had said, and often in the welter of antag-
onistic convictions of 1913 thought again, “Convictions.
If you’re going to pull out this big booming stuff they
call success, if you’re going to be satisfactory to any-
body or to anything, you must shut down on everybody’s
point of view but your own. You must have convictions.
And narrower than that — not only convictions but con-
viction. Conviction that your side is the right side and
that the other side is wrong, wrong to hell.”

And he had no such convictions. Above all, and most
emphatically, he had never the conviction that his side,
whichever side it might be in any of the issues daily
tabled for men’s discussion, was the right side and the
other side the wrong and wicked and disastrous side.

He used to think, “I can’t stand shouting and I can’t
stand smashing. And that’s all there is. These news-
papers and these arguments you hear — it ’s all shouting
and smashing. It’s never thinking and building. It’s
all destructive; never constructive. All blind hatred of
the other views, never fair examination of them. You
get some of these Unionists together, my class, my
friends. They say absolutely nothing else but damning
and blasting and foaming at Lloyd George and Asquith
and the trade-unionists. Absolutely nothing else at all.
And you get some of these other chaps together, or their
newspapers, and it’s exactly the same thing the other
way about. And yet we 're all in the same boat. There’s
only one life —only one living —and we ’re all in it.
Come into it the same way and go out of it the same way;
and all up against the same real facts as we are against
the same weather. That fire the other night in High
Street. All sorts of people, every sort of person, lent a
hand in putting it out. And that frightful railway dis-
aster at Aisgill; all sorts of people worked togéther in
rescuing. No one stopped to ask whether the passengers
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his reputation, was brought into the editorship of the
County Times solely because the proprietor late in life
suddenly married. The wife of the proprietor desiring
to share a knighthood with her husband, the proprietor,
anxious to please but unwilling to pay, incontinently
sacked the tame editor who was beguiling an amiable
dotage with the County Times and looked about for a
wild editor, whom unquestionably he found in Mr. Pike.

The breath of the County Times became as the breath
of life to the Tory tradition and burst from its columns
as the breath of a fiery furnace upon all that was op-
posed to the Tory tradition. The proprietor felt that
his knighthood was assured as soon as the tide cf liberal-
ism turned; and the County Times, which could not
notice even a Baptist harvest festival without snorting
fire and brimstone upon it, said that the tide of radical-
ism — it did not print the words Liberal or Liberalism —
was turning every day. About once a week the County
Times said that the tide of radicalism “ definitely turned
last night.” :

Pike was a man of extraordinarily violent language.
Consequent, no doubt, on the restraint of having to write
always in printable language, his vocal discussion of the
subjects on which he wrote was mainly in unprintable.
He spoke of trade-unionists always as * those swine and
dogs ”” and of the members of the Government as * those
dogs and swine ”, — swine and dogs being refined and
temperate euphuisms for the epithets Mr. Pike actually
employed.

However he heard Sabre’s stumbling periods tolerantly
out and tolerantly dealt with him.

“ Excuse me, Sabre, but that sort of stuff ’s absolutely
fatal — fatal. It’s simply compromise. Compromise.
The most fatal defect in the English character.”

Sabre happened to be stout enough on this particular
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“1 do wish you would n’t call her High Jinks. Be-
cause she can’t afford a trumpery, gee-gaw parasol.”

He spoke bemusedly. No need for caution that he
could see. “Well, I don’t know — I rather like to see
them going out in a bit of finery.”

Mabel sniffed. ‘“Well, your taste! Servants look
really nice in their caps and aprons and their black, if
they only knew it. In their bit of finery, as you call it,
_ they look too awful for words.”

Signs of flying up. He roused himself to avert it.
“ Oh, rather. I agree. What I meant was I think it’s
rather nice to see them decking themselves out when
they get away from their work. Rather pathetic.”

‘“ Pathetic!”

She had flown up!

He said quickly, “ No, but look here, Mabel, wait a bit.
I ought to have explained. What I mean is they have a
pretty rotten time, all that class. When High Jinks
puts up a trumpery, gee-gaw parasol, she’s human.
That’s pathetic, only being human once a week and
alternate Sundays. And when you get a life that finds
pleasure in a trumpery, gee-gaw parasol, well that ’s more
pathetic still. See?”

Real anxiety in his “ See?” But the thing was done.
“No. I absolutely don’t. Pathetic! You really are
quite impossible to get on with. I’ve given up even try-
ing to understand your ideas. Pathetic!” She gave her
sudden laugh.

“ Oh, well,” said Sabre.

Deeper foundered!

II

And precisely the same word — pathetic — came up
between them in the matter of Miss Bypass. Miss By-
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manner of hers always makes me feel frightfully sorry
for her.”

“ Sorry! ”

“ Yes, have n’t you noticed many people like her with
that defiant sort of way of speaking — people not very
well educated, or very badly off, or in rather a dependent
position, and most frightfully conscious of it. They
think every one is looking down on them, or patronising
them, and the result is they ’re on the defensive all the
time. Well, that’s awfully pathetic, you know, all your
life being on the defensive; back against the wall; can’t
get away; always making feeble little rushes at the mob.
By Jove, that’s pathetic, Mabel.”

She said, “I’m not listening, you know.”

He was startled. “Eh?”

“I say I’'m not listening. I always know that when-
ever I say anything about any one I dislike, you imme-
diately start making excuses for them, so I simply don’t
listen.”

He mastered a sudden feeling within him. “ Well, it
was n't very interesting,” he said.

“No, it certainly wasn’t. Pathetic!” She gave her
sudden burst of laughter. “ You think such extraordi-
nary things pathetic; I wonder you don’t start an orphan-
age!”

He halted and faced her. “Look here, I think I°’ll
leave you here. I think I’ll go for a bit of a walk.”

Pretty hard, sometimes, not to —

ITI

At The Precincts the increasing habit of seeing the
other side of things was confined, in its increasing exem-
plifications of how impossible he was to get on with, to
the furiously exciting incidents of public affairs; but the
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them. They can do what they like. But I know what I
ought to do. I know it so absolutely that there’s no ex-
cuse for me when I don’t do it, certainly no credit if I do.
I go in with my eyes open or I stay out merely because
my eyes are open. There’s nothing in that. If it’s
anything it’s contemptible.”

She said, “ Teach me to be contemptible.”

\'%

In those words he had expressed his composition.
What he had not revealed — that very vividness of sense
of what was right (and what was wrong) in his con-
duct forbidding it — was the corroding struggle to pre-
serve the path of his duty. Because of that struggle he
kept locked the refuge that Nona was to him in his
dismays. He would have no meetings with her save
only such as thrice happy chance and most kind circum-
stance might apportion. That was within the capacity
of his strength. He could “ at least ” (he used to think)
prevent his limbs from taking him to her. But his mind
— his mind turned to her; automatically, when he was
off his guard, as a swing door ever to its frame; franti-
cally, when he would abate it, as a prisoned animal
against its bars. By day, by night, in Fortune’s com-
pany, in Mabel’s company, in solitude, his mind turned to
her. This was the refuge he kept locked, using the ex-
pression and envisaging it.

He used to think, “ Of course I fail. Of course she’s
always in my mind. But while I make the effort to pre-
vent it, while I do sometimes manage to wrench my mind
away, I 'm keeping fit; I 'm able to go on putting up some
sort of a fight. I°m able to help her.”

To help her! But helping her, unfolding before her in
his own measured words, as one pronouncing sentence,
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He thought, “ I wonder if they 're all the same, those
three — belief, faith, hope? Belief in hope. Faith in
hope. It may be. Is it that a child knows no limita-
tion to hope? It can hope impossible things. But a
man hopes no further than he can see — I wonder —”

And suddenly, in one week, life from its armoury
discharged two events upon him. In the next week one
upon the world.
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“ Ah, Sabre,” said Mr. Fortune. “Good morning,
Sabre. This is rather a larger number of visitors than
you would commonly expect, but we are a larger staff
this morning than we have heretofore been. I am bring-
ing in to you a new member of our staff.” He indicated
the young man beside him. “ A new member but bearing
an old name. A chip of the old block — the old Twyning
block.” He smiled, stroking his whale-like front rather
as though this pleasantry had proceeded from its depths
and he was congratulating it. The young man smiled.
Twyning, edging forward from the background, also
smiled. All the smiles were rather nervous. This was
natural in the new member of the staff but in Twyning
and Mr. Fortune gave Sabre the feeling that for some
reason they were not entirely at ease.  His immediate
thought had been that it was an odd thing to have taken
on young Twyning without mentioning it even casually
to him. It was significant of his estrangement in the
office; but their self-conscious manner was even more
significant : it suggested that he had been kept out of the
plan deliberately.

He gave the young man his hand. “ Why, that’s very
nice,” he said. “I thought I knew your face. I think
1’ve seen you with your father. You’ve been in Blade
and Parson’s place, have n't you?”

Young Twyning replied that he had. He had his
father’s rather quick and stiff manner of speaking. He
was fair-haired and complexioned, good-looking in a
sharp-featured way, a juvenile edition of his father in a
different colouring.

Mr. Fortune, still stroking the whale-like front, pro-
duced further pleasantry from it. “ Yes, with Blade and
Parson. Twyning here has snatched him from the long
‘arm of the law before he has had time to develop the
long jaw of the legal shark. In point of fact, Sabre ” —
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Sabre said, “ Yes, well done, Twyning. Of course he
promised you this long ago.”

“Yes, did n’t he? Glad you remember my telling you.
Of course it won't make the least difference to you, old
man. What I mean is, if anything I hope I shall be
able to give you a leg up in all sorts of ways, I ’ve been
telling Harold what a frightfully smart man you are,
have n’t I, Harold?”

Harold smiled assent to this tribute, and Sabre said, “ I
suppose we shall go on much as before? ”

“ Oh, rather, old man.”

“ Harold be working in your room, eh?”

“Yes, that’s the idea, for a start, anyway. They’re
just shoving up a desk for him. Come along in and see
how we ’re fixing it, old man.”

“I’ll look in presently.”

“Righto, old man. Come along, Harold.” At the
door he turned and said, “ Oh, by the way, I want you to
show Harold through the work of this side of the busi-
ness a bit later on.”

Sabre looked quickly at him. “ You want me to?”

Twyning flushed darkly. ‘ Well, he may as well get
the hang of the whole business, may n’t he? That’s what
I mean.”

“ Oh, certainly he should. I quite agree. Send him
along any time you like.”

“ Thanks awfully, old man.”

But outside the door Twyning added to himself : “ You
thought that was an order, my lord; and you did n’t like
it. Pretty soon you won't think. You’ll know.”

v

Sabre remained standing at his desk. He had a tiny
ball of paper in his hand and he rolled it round between
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VI

He began to write plans to her. He would come to
London to-morrow. . . . She should come to the station
if she could; if not, he would be at the Great Western
Hotel. She would telephone to him there and they could
arrange to meet and discuss what they should do. . .
He would like to go away with her directly they met, but
there were certain things to see to. He wrote, “ But I
can only take yqu —”

. His pen stopped. Familiar words! He repeated them
to himself, and their conclusion and their circumstance
appeared and stood, as with a sword, across the passage
of his thoughts. “ But I can only lead you downwards.
I cannot lead you upwards. . . .”

As with a sword —

He sat back in his chair and gazed upon this armed
intruder to give it battle.

VII

The morning passed and the afternoon while still he
sat, no more moving than to sink lower in his seat as the
battle joined and as he most dreadfully suffered in its
most dreadful onsets. Towards five o’clock he put out
his hand without moving his position and drew towards
him the letter he had begun. The action was as that of
one utterly undone. He very slowly tore it across, and
then across again, and so into tiniest fragments till his
fingers could no more fasten upon them. He dropped
his arm away and opened his hand, and the white pieces
fluttered in a little cloud to the floor.

Presently he drew himself up to the table and began to
write, writing very slowly because his hand trembled so.
In half an hour he blotted the few lines on the last sheet:
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resolve to stand by France if the German Fleet came into
the Channel, lastly, most awfully pregnant of all, our
obligations to Belgium, — that had been the morning’s
news, conveyed in the report of Sir Edward Grey’s
statement in the House of Commons. That afternoon
the Prime Minister was to make a statement.

A great murmur swelled up from the waiting crowd,
a great movement pressed it forward towards the County
Times offices. On the first-floor balcony men appeared
dragging a great board faced with paper, on the paper
enormous lettering. The board was pulled out endways.
The man last through the window took a step forward
and swung the letters into view.

PREMIER’'S STATEMENT

ULTIMATUM TO GERMANY
EXPIRES MIDNIGHT

Sabre said aloud, “ My God! War!”

As a retreating wave harshly withdrawing upon the
reluctant pebbles, there sounded from the crowd an enor-
mous intaking of the breath. An instant’s stupendous
silence, the wave poised for return. Down! A shattering
roar, tremendous, wordless. The figure of Pike appeared
upon the balcony, in his shirt sleeves, his long hair wild
about his face, in his hands that which caught the roar
as it were by the throat, stopped it and broke it out anew
on a burst of exultant clamour. A Union Jack. He
shook it madly with both hands above his head. The
roar broke into a tremendous chant. “ God Save the
King!”

Sabre pressed his way out of the Square. He kept say-
ing to himself, “War . . . War . . .” He found him-
self running to the office; no one was in the office; then
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getting out his bicycle with frantic haste, then riding
home, — hard.

And he kept saying, “ War!”

He thought, “ Otway!” and before his eyes appeared
a vision of Otway with those little beads of perspiration
on his nose.

War —he could n’t get any further than that. Like
the systole and diastole of a slowly beating pulse, the
word kept on forming in his mind and welling away in a
tide of confused and amorphous scenes; and forming
again; and again oozing in presentments of speculations,
scenes, surmises, and in profound disturbances of strange
emotions. War. . . And there kept appearing the face of
Otway with the little points of perspiration about his
nose. Otway had predicted this months ago. — And he
was right. It had come.

War. . .



CHAPTER 1V
I

He approached Penny Green and realised for the first
time the hard pace at which he had been riding. And
realised also the emotions which subconsciously had been
driving him along. All the way he had been saying
“War!” What he wanted, most terribly, was to say it
aloud to some one. He wanted to say it to Mabel. He
, had a sudden great desire to see Mabel and tell her about
it and talk to her about it. He felt a curiously protective
feeling towards her. For the first time in his life he
pedalled instead of free-wheeling the conclusion of the
ride. He ran into the house and into the morning room.
Mabel was not there. It was almost dinner time. She
would be in her room. He ran upstairs. She was stand-
ing before her dressing table and turned to him in su
prise.

“ Whatever — ”

“1 say, it’s war!”

She echoed the word. ““ War?”

“Yes, war. We’ve declared war!”

“ Declared war?”

“Yes, declared war. We’ve sent Germany an ulti-
matum. It ends to-night. It’s the same thing. It means
war.”

He was breathless, panting. She said, “ Good gra-
cious! Whatever will happen? Have you brought an
evening paper? Do you know the papers did n’t come
this morning till —”
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he knew. She would have felt just as he had felt. He
thought, with a most passionate longing for her, that he
would have given anything to have been able to turn to
her when he had exclaimed, “ My God, war ”, and to have
caught her hands and looked into her beautiful face. To-
morrow he would send the letter. To-morrow? Why,
yes, to-day, like all to-days in the removed and placid
light of all to-morrows, would be shown needlessly hectic.
Ten to one something would have happened in the night
to make to-day look foolish. If nothing had happened,
if it still was war, it could only be a swiftly over business,
a rapid and general recognition of the impossibility of
war in modern conditions.

Disturbingly upon these thoughts appeared the face of
Otway, the little beads of perspiration about his nose.

His consciousness stumbled away into the mazy woods
of sleep, and turned, and all night sought to return, and
stumbled sometimes to its knees among the drowsy snares,
and saw strange mirages of the round world horrifically
tilted with “ War ”” upon its face, of Nona held away and
not approachable, of intense light and of suffocating dark-
ness; and rousing and struggling away from these, and
stumbling yet, rarely succumbing.

ITI

When he went down into Tidborough in the morning
it was to know at once that this to-morrow gave no lie to
its precedent day. It intensified it. The previous day
foreshadowed war. The new day presented it.

The papers, as it happened, did not arrive before he
left, and Mabel had more to say of her annoyance with
the insufferable Jones than of what his withheld wares
might contain. Her attitude towards the international
positien was — up to this point of its development — pre-
cisely this: she had been fellowing the crisis day by day
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decisive battle was fought in June, 1915, just a hundred
years after Waterloo. That would be dramatic, eh? ”
They all laughed, and Sabre, realising the preposter-
ousness of such a notion, laughed with them. Twyning
said, “ Next June! Imagine it! At the very outside it
will be well over by Christmas.”
And they all agreed, “ Oh, rather!”

\'%

It was all immensely reassuring, and Sabre gathered
up his bundle of papers and went into his room, feeling
on the whole rather pleasurably excited than otherwise.
But as he read; column after column and paper after
paper, measures that had been taken by the Government,
orders to Army and Naval reservists, the impending call
for men, the scenes in the streets of London, and with
these the deeply grave tone of the leading articles, the
tremendous statistics and the huge foreshadowing of cer-
tain of the military correspondents, the breathless news
already from the seats of war,—as his mind thus re-
ceived there returned to it its earlier sense of enormous
oppression and tremendous conjecture. War. . . . Eng-
land. . . . The first sentence of his history, now greatly
advanced, came tremendously into his mind: “ This Eng-
land you live in is yours. . . .” And now at war—
challenged — threatened —

It surged enormously within him. He got up. He
must go out into the streets and see what was happening.

The day wore on. He felt extraordinarily shy and
self-conscious about the performance of a matter that
had entered his mind with that surging uplift of his feel-
ings. It was four o’clock in the afternoon before he
took himself to it and then, leaving its place, he unexpect-
edly encountered Mabel. She was just going into the
station. She had come in, as she had proposed, and she
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thing that ever happened. There ’s nothing in the Army
List to touch us. When I think I’ll be in action with
them perhaps inside a week —I —"

An orderly approached and spoke to him. * Right.
Right. I’ll come along at once.” He was swiftly away.
“ Patterson, I want you too. There’s a man in your
company says his wife —"

And, stilled during his presence, babel broke out anew
with his departure. Some one, standing on a sofa, caught
up Otway’s last word into a bawling song —

I’ve got a wife and sixteen kids,
I’'ve got a wife and sixteen kids,
I'’ve got a wife and —

A cushion whizzed across the room into his face. A
tag began. Sikes on the table was laying down laws of
equipment at the top of his voice. “ Well, I ’'m going to
take nothing but socks. I’m going to stuff my pack
absolutely bung full of socks. Man alive, I tell you noth-
ing matters except socks. If you can keep on getting
clean socks every — I ’m going to stuff in socks enough
to last me —"?

II

The blessed gift in the war was to be without imagina~
tion. The supreme trial, whether in endurance on the
part of those who stayed at home, or in courage on the
part of those who took the field, was upon those whose
mentality invested every sight and every happening with
the poignancy of attributes not present but imagined.
For Sabre the war definitely began with that visit to the
Mess on the eve of the Pinks’ departure. The high ex-

1 A very short time afterwards, while the incident was fresh in

his memory, Sabre heard that Sikes toek out eleven pairs of socks
and was killed, at Mons, in the pair he landed in.
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The column passed and was gone. He was left with
his most frightful feelings. He could do nothing now.
Four o’clock in the morning. But he must do something
now. He could not go home till he had. He must. He
followed to the station. The men were entraining in the
goods yard. He waited about, not trusting himself to
speak to Otway or any of the others who were going.
Presently his opportunity came in a sight of Colonel
Rattray, who commanded the depot and was not going,
standing for a minute alone. Sabre went quickly to him
and they exchanged greetings and said the obvious things
proper to the occasion. Then Sabre said, feeling ex-
traordinarily embarrassed, “ I say, Colonel, I want to get
into this. I absolutely must get into this.”

“Eh? Into what?”

“The war.” Tt was easier after the plunge, and he
went on quickly, “T see in the papers that civilians are
being given commissions, getting them by recommenda-
tion. Can you get me a commission? Can you?”

Colonel Rattray showed surprise. He turned squarely
about and faced Sabre and looked him up and down, but
not in the way in which soldiers looked civilians up and
down rather later on. “Well, I don’t know. I might.
I’ve no doubt I could, if you ’re eligible. How old are
you, Sabre?”

“ Thirty-six.”

Colonel Rattray said doubtfully, “It’s a bit on the
steep side for a commission.”

“Well, I'd go in the ranks. I must get in. I abse-
lutely must.”

The soldier smiled pleasantly. ““Oh, I would n’t get
thinking about the ranks, Sabre. There 're heaps before
you, you know. Stiil, I would n’t stop any man getting
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frightful news. Anderson had told him he could n’t
possibly be passed for the Army, but at the moment the
idea of ever wanting to go into the Army had only been
an almost ridiculously remote contingency, and what did
Anderson know about the Army standard, anyway?

VI

He said nothing to Mabel of his intention. It was just
precisely the sort of thing he could not possibly discuss
with Mabel. Mabel would say, “ Whyever should you? ”
and of all imaginable ordeals the idea of exposing before
Mabel his feeling about England . . . he would tell her
when it was done, if it came off. He could say then, in
what he knew to be the clumsy way in which he had
learnt to hide his ideas from her, he could say, “ Well,
I had to.”

And his thought was, when a few hours later he was
walking slowly away from his interview with Major
Earnshaw, the doctor at the barracks, * Thank God, 1
never said anything to Mabel about it.”

The very few officers left behind at the depot were at
breakfast when he arrived to keep Colonel Rattray to his
word. Major Earnshaw had very pleasantly got up
from the table to ““ put him out of his misery ”’ there and
then without formality and had “had a go at this heart
of yours” in the billiard room. Withdrawn his stetho-
scope and shaken his head. It was “no go; absolutely
none, Sabre.”

“ Well, but that’s for a commission. I’ll go into the
ranks. Isn’t that any different?”

No different. “ You can’t possibly go in as you are —
now. In time, if this thing goes on, the standards will
probably be reduced. But they ’ll have to be reduced a
goodish long way before you’ll get in, I don’t mind
telling you.”
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Sabre said, “ News? Anything about the Pinks?”

Harkness nodded. He seemed to be swallowing. Then
he said, “ Yes, the regiment. Pretty bad.”

Sabre said, “ Any one—?” and also stopped.

Harkness looked, not at Sabre, but straight across the
top of his head and began an appalling, and as it seemed
to Sabre, an endless recitative. ‘ The Colonel’s killed.
Bruce ds killed. Otway’s killed —”

“Otway. . . .” )

“Cottar’s killed. Bullen’s killed —”

Endless! The names struck Sabre like successive
blows. Were they never going to end?

‘“ Carmichael ’s killed. My young brother’s —” his
voice cracked — “killed. Sikes is killed.”

“Sikes killed. . . . And your brother. . . .”

Harkness said in a very thin, squeaking voice, “ Yes,
the regiment ’s pretty well— The regiment’s—" He
looked full at Sabre and said in a very loud, defiant
voice, “I bet they were magnificent. By God, I bet you
they were magnificent. Oh, my God, why the hell was n’t
I there?” He turned abruptly and went away, walking
rather funnily.

This was the moment at which there descended upon
Sabre, never to leave him while he reriiained not “ in it ”,
" the appalling sense of oppression that the war exercised
upon him. On his brain like a weight; on his heart like
a pressing hand. He thought of Otway’s intense, gleam-
ing face. “ My God, Sabre, you ought to have seen the
battalion on parade this morning.” He saw Otway’s
face cold and stricken. He thought of Sikes, on the
table. “ Well, I ’'m going to take nothing but socks. I’m
going to stuff my pack absolutely bung full of socks.”
He saw Sikes flung like a disused thing in some field. . ..
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father, as he had told young Perch, was works’ foreman
at Fortune, East and Sabre’s. “Mr. Bright.” A mas-
sive old man with a massive, rather striking face hewn
beneath a bald dome and thickly grown all about and
down the throat with stiff white hair. He had been in
the firm as long as Mr. Fortune himself and appeared to
Sabre, who had little to do with him, to take orders from
nobody. He was intensely religious and he had the deep-
set and extraordinarily penetrating eyes that frequently
denote the religious zealot. He was not liked by the
hands. They called him Moses, disliked his intense re-
ligiosity and feared the cold and heavy manner that he
had. He trod heavily about the workshops, looking inte
the eyes of the young men as if far more concerned to
search their souls than their benches; and Sabre, when
speaking to him, always had the feeling that Mr. Bright
was penetrating him with the same intention.
Extraordinary that such a stern and hard old man
should have for daughter such a fresh and lovable slip of
a young thing as his Effie! Bright Effie, Sabre always
called her, inverting her names. MTr. Bright had a little
cupboard called his office at the foot of the main stairway
and Bright Effie came often to see her father there. Sabre
had spoken to her in the little cupboard or just outside it.
He had delight in watching the most extraordinary shin-
ing that she had in her eyes. It was like reading an enter-
taining book, he used to think, and he had the idea that
humor of that rarest kind which is unbounded love min-
gled with unbounded sense of the oddities of life was
packed to bursting within her. All that she saw or heard
seemed to be taken into that exhaustless fount, meta-
morphosed into the most delicious sensations, and shone
forth in extraordinarily humorous delight through her
eyes. Somewhere in the dullest day light is found and
thrown back by a bright surface. It was just se, Sabre
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Twyning, noting the glance, changed his tone to one of
much friendliness. “ Oh, I see, old man. No, Effie’s got
nothing yet. She was over to our place to tea last Sun-
day.”

“Good. I’ll go and talk to old Bright. I'm keen
about this.”

“Yes, you seem to be, old man.”

X

Mr. Bright received the suggestion with a manner that
irritated Sabre. While he was being told of the Perches
he stared at Sabre with that penetrating gaze of his as
though in the proposal he searched for some motive other
than common friendliness. His first comment was,
“They ’ll want references, I suppose, sir?”

Sabre smiled. ‘ Oh, scarcely, Mr. Bright. Not when
they know who you are.”

The old man was standing before Sabre in the little
cupboard bending his head close towards him as though
he would sense out, if he could not see, some hidden mo-
tive behind all this. He contracted his great brows as if
to squeeze more penetration into his gaze. “ Yes, but
I’'ll want references, Mr. Sabre. My girl’s been well
brought up. She’s not going here, there, nor anywhere.”

Extraordinary the intensity of his searching, suspicious
stare! Hard, stupid old man, Sabre thought. “ Dash it,
does he suppose I’ve got designs on the girl?” He
would have returned an impatient answer had he not been
so anxious on the Perches’ behalf. Instead he said pleas-
antly, “Of course she’s not, Mr. Bright. You may be
sure I would n’t suggest this if I did n’t know it was in
every way desirable. Mrs. Perch is a very old friend of
mine and a very simple and kind old lady. There’ll be
only herself for Effie to meet. And she 'll make a daugh-
ter of her.”
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derful. D’you know, she actually kissed my mother
when she was leaving and said, ‘ Now be sure to try that
little pillow just under your side to-night. Just press it
in as you’re falling asleep.” By Jove, you can’t think
how grateful I am to you, Sabre.”

“I am glad,” Sabre told him. “I felt she’d be just
like that. But why have you been having a frightful
struggle over it with your mother if she’s taken to her
so?”

Young Perch gave the fond little laugh with which
Sabre had so often heard him conclude his enormous
arguments with his mother. “Oh, you know what my
mother is. She’s now made up her mind that the girl is
coming here to do what she calls ‘catch me.’ She’ll
forget that soon. Anyway, the girl’s coming. She’s
coming the day after to-morrow, the day I’'m going.
Come along in and see my mother and keep her to it.”

The subject did not require bringing up. “I suppose
Freddie’s told you what he’s forcing me into now, Mr.
Sabre,” old Mrs. Perch greeted him. “It’s a funny
thing that I should be forced to do things at my time of
life. Of course she’s after Freddie. Do you suppose I
can’t see that?”

“ Well, but she won’t see Freddie, Mrs. Perch. He
won’t be here.”

“She’ll catch him,” declared Mrs. Perch doggedly.
“ Any girl could catch Freddie. He'’s a positive fool
with one of these girls after him. Now she ’s got to have
his uncle Henry’s armchair in her room, if you please.
That’s a nice thing, isn’t it?”

“ Now look here, Mother, you know perfectly well
that was your own idea. You said you felt sure she had
a weak back and that—”

“1I never supposed she was going to have your uncle
Henry's chair for her weak back or for any other back.
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here; here ’s mine. Look, this is the one I chose that day
with you in Tidborough. Do you remember what a jolly
tea we had that day? Remember what a laugh we had
over that funny teapot. There, let me wipe them,
Mother. . . .”

Sabre turned away. This frightful war. . . .
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of becoming roused. ‘“Ah, well, what does it matter?
He’s gone now. Hell be in this precious khaki to-night.
No one can point at him now.” He drew out a handker-
chief and wiped his eyes slowly. He stared inimically
at Sabre. ‘““I’ll tell you one thing, Sabre. You wait
till you 've got a son, then you’ll think differently, per-
haps. You don’t know what my boy means to me. He’s
everything in the world to me. I got him in here so as to
have him with me and now this cursed war ’s taken him.
You don’t know what he is, my boy Harold. He’s a
better man than his father, I’ll tell you that. He’s a
good Christian boy. He’s never had a bad thought or
said a bad word.”

He broke off. He rammed his handkerchief into his
trouser pocket. As though the sight of Sabre sitting be-
fore him suddenly infuriated him he broke out, “ It ’s all
right for you sitting there. You’re not going. Never
mind. My boy Harold’s gone. You’re satisfied. All
right.”

Sabre got up. “Look here, Twyning, I’'m sorry for
you about Harold. I make allowances for you. But —"

When Twyning was angry his speech sometimes be-
trayed that on which he was most sensitive. “I don’t
want you to make no allowances for me. I don’t—7”

“You’ve repeated the stupid implication you made
when you first came in.”

Twyning changed to a hearty laugh. “Oh, I say,
steady, old man. Don’t let’s have a row. Nothing to
have a row about, old man. I made no implication.
Whatever for should I? No, no, I simply said ‘Al
right.” I say people have sent my boy Harold off, and
I’m merely saying ‘ All right. He’s gone. Nowper-
haps you ’'re satisfied.” Not you, old man. Other peo-
ple” He paused. His tone hardened. “ A4/ right.
That ’s all, old man. AWM right.”
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I’'m out of the question. Twyning here is getting on
for forty and of course he’s given his son to the war;
moreover, there’s the business to be thought of. I’m
afraid I’'m not quite able to do all I used to do. You—
of course, you’re married too, and there we are! It
does, as you say, seem a great pity.” The watch chain,
having been generously exercised, was put to the duty
of heavy tugs at its reluctant partner. Mr. Fortune
gazed at his watch and remarked absently, “I hear
young Phillips of Brown and Phillips has persuaded his
wife to let him go. You were at the school with him,
Sabre, were n’t you? Isn’t he about your age?”

Sabre spoke very slowly. Most furious anger had
been rising within him. It was about to burst when
there had suddenly come to its control the thought,
“ These two are n't getting at you for any love of Eng-
land, for any patriotic reason. That’s not it. Don't
bother about that. Man alive, don’t mix them up in
what you feel about these things. Don’t go cheapening
what you think about England. Theirs is another rea-
son.” He said very slowly, “I never told you, perhaps I
ought to have told you at the time, that I was refused for
the Army some while ago.”

Mr. Fortune’s watch slipped through his fingers to the
full length of his chain. Twyning got up and went over
to a bookcase and stared at it.

Mr. Fortune heaved in the line with an agitated hand
over hand motion. “I’d noidea! My dear fellow, I'd
no idea! How very admirable of you! When was this?
After that big meeting in the Corn exchange the other
day?”

“ Don’t tell them when it was,” said Sabre’s mind. He
said, “ No, rather before that. I was rejected on medi-
cal grounds.”

“Well, well! ” said Mr. Fortune. “ Well, well!” He
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you ought to have thought about the ranks without telling
me. And I would n't have liked it. I would n’t have
liked it at all. I think you ought to be very thankful you
were rejected. I’m sure I am.”

He said flatly, “ Why are you? Thankful —good
lord — you don’t know — what do you mean, I ought
to be thankful?”

“ Because you ought to be an officer, if you go at all.
It ’s not the place for you in your position. And apart
from anything else—” She gave her sudden burst of
laughter.

He felt arise within him violent and horrible feelings
about her. ‘““What are you laughing at?”

“Well, do just imagine what you 'd look like in private
soldier’s clothing!” She laughed very heartily again.

He turned away.
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to them that their news is stale to me.” Another time,
“1’ve just finished my budget to Tony,” she wrote, ““ and
have sent him two sets of those patent rubber soles for
his boots. Do you think he can get them put on? Every
day I try to think of some new trifle he’d like; and
you’d be shocked, and think I care nothing about the
war, at the number of theatres I make time to go to.
You see, it makes something bright and amusing to tell
him, describing the plays. I feel most frightfully that,
although of course my canteen work is useful, the real
best thing every woman can do in this frightful time is
to do all she can for her man out there; and Tony’s
mine. When this is all over — oh, Marko, is it ever
going to be over? —things will hurt again; but while
he’s out there the old things are dead and Tony’s mine
and England’s—my man for England: that is my
thought; that is my pride; that is my prayer.”

And a few lines farther on, “ And he’s so splendid.
Of course you can imagine how utterly splendid he is.
Lady King-Warner, his colonel’s wife, told me yesterday
her husband says he’s brave beyond anything she could
imagine. He said—she’s given me his letter — ‘the
men have picked up from home this story about angels
"at Mons and are beginning to believe they saw them.
Tybar says he hopes the angels were near him, because
he thought he was in hell, the particular bit he got into,
and he thinks it must be good for angels, enlarging
for their minds, to know what hell is like! As a matter
of fact, Tybar himself is nearer to the superhuman than
anything I saw knocking about at Mons. His daring and
his coolness and his example are a byword in a battalion
composed, my dear, with the solitary exception of the
writer, entirely of heroes. In sticky places Tybar is the
most wonderful thing that ever happened. I like to be
near him because his immediate vicinity is unquestion-
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tains the exhausted body — her reply told him that on
that day fortnight she was coming down to say of his
disappointment what she could so inadequately express
in writing. She was going out to war work in France —
in Tony’s name she had presented a fleet of ambulance
cars to a Red Cross unit and she was going out to drive
one —and she was coming down to look at things at
Northrepps before she left.

On the following day Tidborough, opening its news-
papers, shook hands with itself in all its houses, shops and
offices on its own special and most glorious V. C.,—
Lord Tybar.

III

Tybar’s V. C. was the first thing Sabre spoke of to
Nona when, a fortnight later, she came down and he
went up to her at Northrepps in the afternoon. Its
brilliant gallantry, rendered so vivid to him by the inti-
macy with which he could see that thrice attractive figure
engaged in its performance, stirred him most deeply.
He had by heart every line of its official record in the
restrained language of the Gazette.

. . . The left flank of the position was insecure, and the
post, when taken over, was ill prepared for defence. . . .
When the battalion was suffering very heavy casualties from
a 77mm. field gun at very close range, Captain Lord Tybar
rushed forward under intense machine gun fire and suc-
ceeded in capturing the gun single-handed after killing the
entire crew. . . . Later, when repeated attacks developed,
he controlled the defence at the point threatened, giving
personal assistance with revolver and bombs. . . . Single-
handed he repulsed one bombing assault. . . . It was en«
tirely owing to the gallant conduct of this officer that the
situation was relieved. . . .
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less, heedless, graceless. Fortune’s darling; invested in
her robe of mockery.

Nona’s laughter ended in a little catch at her breath.
He touched her arm. “Let’s walk, Nona.”

v

He thought she was looking thin and done up. Her
face had rather a drawn look, its soft roundness gone.
He thought she never had looked so beautiful to him.
She spoke to him of what she had tried to say in her let-
ters of his disappointments in offering himself for ser-
vice. Never had her sweet voice sounded so exquisitely
tender to him. They spoke of the war. Never, but in
their letters, had he been able thus to give his feelings
and receive them, touched with the same perceptions,
kindled and enlarged, back into his sympathies again.
With others the war was all discussion of chances and
circumstances, of this that had happened and that that
might happen, of this that should be done and that that
ought not to have been done. Laboratory examination
of means and remedies. The epidemic everything and
the patient upstairs nothing. The wood not seen for the
trees. With Nona he talked of how he felt of England:

Dear earth, I do salute thee with my hand.

He told her that.

She nodded. “I know. I know. Say it all through,
Marko.”

He stumbled through it. At the end, a little abashed,
he smiled at her and said, ““ Of course, no one else would
think it applies. Richard was saying it in Wales where
he’d just landed, and it’s about civil war, not foreign;
but where it comes to me is the loving of the soil itself,
as if it were a living thing that knew it was being loved
and loved back in return. Our England, Nona. You
remember Gaunt’s thing in the same play:
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room and tucked up the bed and set the alarm clock and
put the candle and the matches and one cigarette and the
ash-tray by the bed; and every night in this performance
said, “ He said he ’s certain to come in quite unexpectedly
one night, and he will smoke his one cigarette before he
goes to sleep. It’s no good my telling him he ’ll set the
house on fire one night. He never listens to anything I
tell him.” And every morning, when Effie took her in a
cup of tea very early (as Freddie used to), she always
said, “ Has Freddie come home in the night, Effie, dear?
Now just go and knock on his door very quietly and
then just peep your head in.”

VI

Sabre had always thought Bright Effie would be won-
derful with old Mrs. Perch. He wrote long letters to
Young Perch, telling him how much more than wonder-
ful Bright Effie was. Effie mothered Mrs. Perch and
managed her and humoured her in a way that not even
Young Perch himself could have bettered. In that as-
tounding fund of humour of hers, reflected in those
sparkling eyes, even Mrs. Perch’s most querulously vio-
lent attacks were transformed into matter for whimsical
appreciation, delightfully and most lovingly dealt with.
When the full, irritable, inconsequent flood of one of Mrs.
Perch’s moods would be launched upon her in Sabre’s
presence, she would turn a dancing eye towards him and
immediately she could step into the torrent and would
begin, “ Now, look here, Mrs. Perch, you know per-
fectly well —”’; and in two minutes the old lady would
be mollified and happy.

Marvellous Effie! Sabre used to think; and of course
it was because her astounding fund of humour was based
upon her all-embracing capacity for love. That was why
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At ten o'clock profound gymnastics of the mind in
search of a hidden word beginning with e and ending
with 1 were interrupted by the entry of the startled Kate.
One hand writhed between her shoulders for the apron
string, the other held a note. “ Please, Mr. Sabre, I
think it’s for you, Mr. Sabre. A young boy took it to
your house and said you was to have it most particular,
and please, your Rebecca sent him on here, please.”

“For me? Who on earth—?”

He opened it. He did not recognise the writing on the
envelope. He had not the remotest idea — It was a jolly
evening. . . . could Enamel be that word in e and 1?
He unfolded it. Ah!

“ Freddie’s killed. Please do come at once. I think
she’s dying.— E. B.”



CHAPTER VIII
I

HEe was alone in the room where Mrs. Perch lay, —
not even Effie. One o'clock. This war! He had
thought to shut it away for a night, and here was the
inconceivable occupation to which it had brought him:
alone in here —

The doctor had been and was coming again in the
morning. There was nothing to be done, he had said;
just watch her.

Watch her? How long had he been standing at the
foot of the huge bed — the biggest bed he had ever
seen —and what was there to watdk? She gave no sign.
She scarcely seemed to breathe. He would not have
recognised her face. It had the appearance of a mask.
“ Sinking,” the doctor had said. In process here before
his eyes, but not to be seen by them, awful and mysterious
things. Death with practised fingers about his awful
and mysterious surgery of separating the spirit from the
flesh, the soul from the body, the incorruptible from the
corruptible.

It could not be! There was not a sign; there was not a
sound; and what should he be doing to be alone here,
blind watcher of such a finality? It was not real. It was
an hallucination. He was not really here. The morning
— and days and weeks and years — would come, and he
would know that this never had really happened.

But Young Perch was dead. Young Perch was killed.
It was real. He was here. This war!
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to say. He did nothing yet everything seemed to come to
his hand with the nicety and exactness of a drawing-room
conjurer. He bewildered Sabre.

His car left and returned during his brief visit. Sabre,
who had thought him upstairs, and who had a hundred
perplexities to inquire of him, found him in the hall ab-
sorbed in adjusting the weights of a grandfather’s clock.

He remarked to Sabre, “ I thought you ’d gone. You’d
better get off and get a bath and some breakfast. Noth-
ing you can do here. Leave everything to me.”

‘“ But, look here, I can’t leave —"

“That’s all right. Just leave everything to me. I’'m
taking Miss Bright back to my wife for breakfast and a
rest. After lunch I’ll run her to her home. She can’t
stay here. Have you any idea how this thing hooks on? ”

“ But what about —”

The extraordinary man seemed to know everything
before it was said. “ That’s all right. I’ve sent for a
woman and her daughter. Leave everything to me.
Here’s the car. Here they are.”

Two women appeared.

“ But about —

“Yes, that’s all right. The poor old lady’s brother is
coming down. He’ll take charge. I found his name in
her papers last night. Telegraphed.” He was looking
through the door. “ Here’s the answer.”

A telegraph messenger appeared.

Astounding man!

He read the telegram. “ Yes, that’s all right. He’ll
be here by the eleven train at Tidborough. 1’1l take
Miss Bright now.”

Effie appeared.

Sabre had the feeling that if he opened the next
thought in his mind, an undertaker would rise out of the
ground with a coffin. This astonishing man, coming






IF WINTER COMES 291

Mabel looked up from her breakfast. “Well, I do
thi!ﬂ{ —_ ”

This was the beginning of it. He felt himself digging
his nails into the palms of his hands. “1I’ve been up
with old Mrs. Perch —”

“I know you have. I sent around to the Farguses.
I must say I do think —”

He felt he could not bear it. “ Mabel, look here. For
goodness’ sake don’t say you do think I ought to have let
you know. I know I ought but I couldn’t. And I'm
not in a state to go on niggling about it. Young Perch
is killed and his mother’s dead. Now for goodness’
sake, for pity’s sake, let it alone. I could n’t send and
there’s the end of it.”

He went out of the room. He thought, “ There you
are! Now I’ve doneit!” He went back. “I say, I'm
sorry for bursting out like that; but I’ve had rather a
night of it. It’s terrible, isn’t it, both of them like
that? Aren’t you awfully sorry about it, Mabel?”

She said, “I’m very sorry. Very sorry indeed. But
you can’t expect me to say much when you speak in that
extraordinary manner.”

“1 was with her when she died. It’s upset me a bit.”

“1I don’t wonder. If you ask me, I think it was very
extraordinary your being there. If you ask me, I think
it was very funny of that Miss Bright sending for you
at that hour of the night. Whyever should she send
for you of all people? ”

“I was their greatest friend.”

“Yes, I know you always liked them. But you
could n’t be of any use. I must say I do think people are
very funny sometimes. If Miss Bright had done the
right thing, as we are their nearest neighbors, she would
have sent and asked me if I could let one of the maids
go over and be with her. Then you could have gone up
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VII

At Chovensbury the recruiting station was in the ele-
mentary schools. Sabre entered a large room filled with
men in various stages of dressing, odorous of humanity,
very noisy. It was a roughish collection : the men mostly
of the labouring or artisan classes. At a table in the
centre two soldiers with lance corporal’s stripes were
filling up blue forms with the answers to questions
barked out at the file of men who shuffled before them.
As each form was completed, it was pushed at the man
interrogated with “ Get undressed.”

Sabre took his place in the chain. In one corner of
the room a doctor in uniform was testing eyesight.
Passed on from there each recruit joined a group wear-
ing only greatcoat or shirt and standing about a stove
near the door. At intervals the door opened and three
nude men, coat or shirt in hand, entered, and a sergeant
bawled, “ Next three!”

Sabre was presently one of the three. Of the two who
companioned him one was an undersized little individual
wearing a truss, the other appeared to be wearing a suit
of deep brown tights out of which his red neck and red
hands thrust conspicuously. Sabre realised with a slight
shock that the brown suit was the grime of the unbathed.
Across the passage another room was entered. The re-
cruits dropped their final covering and were directed,
one to two sergeants who operated weights, a height
gauge and a measuring tape; another to an officer who
said, “ Stand on one leg. Bend your toes. Now on the
other. Toes. Stretch out your arms. Work your fin-
gers. Squat on your heels.” The third recruit went to
an officer who dabbed chests with a stethoscope and said,
“ Had any illnesses?” When the recruit had passed
through each performance he walked to two officers
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he was to become more familiar. “ Sorry. No, nothing
whatever.”

The fountain pen made a note. “ Get off.”

He could have shouted aloud. He thought, *“ By
God!”

In the dressing room a sergeant bawled, * All re-
cruits! ” — paused and glared about the room and drew
breath for further discharge. This mannerism Sabre
was also to become accustomed to: in the Army, always
“ the cautionary word ” first when an order was given.
The sergeant then discharged: ““ All recruits past the
doctor proceed to the room under this for swearing in.
When sworn, to office adjoining for pay, card and arm-
let. And get a move on with it!”

VIII

The most stupendously elated man in all England was
presently riding to Penny Green on Sabre’s bicycle. On
his arm blazed the khaki brassard, in the breast pocket
of his waistcoat, specially cleared to give private ac-
commodation to so glorious a prize, were a half-crown
and two pennies, the most thrillingly magnificent sum
he had ever earned,—his army pay. His singing
thought was, “I’m in the Army! I’m in the Army! I
don’t care for anything now. By gad, I can’t believe it.
U'm in the war at last!” His terrific thought was,
““Good luck have thee with thine honour; ride on . . .
and thy right hand shall show thee terrible things.”

He burst into the house and discharged the torrent of
his elation on to Mabel. “I say, I’'m in the Army.
They 've passed me. Look here! Look at my Derby
armlet! And look at this. That’s my pay! Just look,
Mabel — two and eightpence.”

He extended the coins to her in his hand. “ Look!”
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She gave her sudden burst of laughter. “ How per-
fectly ridiculous! Two and eightpence! Whyever did
you take it?”

“Take it? Why, it’s my pay. My army pay. I’'ve
never been so proud of anything in my life. I°’ll keep
these coins forever. Where shall I put them?” He
looked around for a shrine worthy enough. ‘No, I
can’t put them anywhere yet. I want to keep looking at
them. I say, you’re glad I’'m in, aren’t you? Do say
something.”

She gave her laugh. “ But you’re not in. You do get
so fearfully excited. ~After all, it’s only this Lord Derby
thing where they call the men up in age classes, the
papers say. Yours can’t come for months. You may
not go at all.”

He dropped the coins slowly into his pocket, — chink,
chink, chink. ‘ Oh, well, if that’s all you ’ve got to say
about it.”

“Well, what do you expect? You just come rushing
in and telling me without ever having said a word that
you were going. And for that matter you seem to forget
the extraordinary way in which you went off this morn-
ing. I haven’t.”

“1I had forgotten. I was upset. I went off, I know;
but I don’t remember —

“No, you only swore at me; that’s all.”

“ Mabel, I’'m sure I did n't.”

“You bawled out, * For God’s sake.” I call that swear-
ing. I don’t mind. It’s not particularly nice for the
servants to hear, but I'm not saying anything about
that.”

His brows were puckered up. “ What is it you are
saying? ”

“I’m simply saying that, behaving like that, it ’s not
quite fair to pretend that I’m not enthusiastic enough
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for you about this Lord Derby thing. It is n’t as if you
were really in the Army —”

He wished not to speak, but he could not let this go.
“But I am in.”

“Yes, but not properly in—yet. And perhaps you
won’t ever be. It doesn’t seem like being in to me.
That ’s all I 'm saying. Surely there ’s no harm in that? ”

He was at the window staring out into the garden.
“ No, there’s no harm in it.”

“Well, then. What are we arguing about it for?”

He turned towards her. “ Well, but do understand,
Mabel. If you think I was a fool rushing in like that,
as you call it. Do understand. It’s a Government
scheme. It’s binding. It isn’t a joke.”

““ No, but I think they make it a joke, and I can’t think
why you can’t see the funny side of it. I think giving
you two and eightpence like that — a man in your position
—is too lovely for words.”

He took the coins from his pocket, and jerked them
on the table before her. “ Here, pay the butcher with it.”

IX

But as he reached the door, his face working, the tre-
mendous and magnificent thought struck into his realisa-
tion again. “I’m in the Army! By gad, I’'m in the
Army. I don’t care what happens now.” He strode
back, smiling, and took up the money. * No, I ’'m dashed
if I can let it go!” He went out jingling it and turned
into the kitchen. “I say, High. Low, I ’'m in the Army!
I’ve got in. I’ll be off soon. Look at my badge!”

They chorused, “ Well, there now!”

He said delightedly, “ Pretty good, eh? Isn’t it finel
Look at this — that 's my pay. Two and eightpencel ”

The chorus, “ Oh, if ever!”
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High Jinks said, “ That armlet, sir, that’s too loose.
It don’t half show down on your elbow, sir. You want
it up here.”

“Yes, that’s the place. Won't it stay? ”

“I’ll put a safety pin in, sir; and then to-night shiff
the buttons. That’s what it wants.”

“Yes, do, High. That’s fine.”

He held out his arm and the two girls pinned to advan-
tage the splendid sign of his splendid triumph.

“There, sir. Now it shows. And won’t we be proud
of you, just, in khaki and alll”

He laughed delightedly. “I’m jolly proud of my-
self, I tell you! Now, then, Thumbs, I don’t want bay-
onets in me yet!”

Glorious! Glorious! And what would not Nona say!
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tion that might be expected to go on for ever and outside
of which was nothing at all. His life was not here; it
was at home. He got the feeling that this business in
which he was caught up was a business apart altogether
from his own individual life, — a kind of trance in which
his own life was held temporarily in abeyance, a kind of
transmigration in which he occupied another and a very
strange identity: from whose most strange personality,
often so amazingly occupied, he looked wonderingly upon
the identity that was his own, waiting his return.

And it was when, in thought or fleeting action, he
came in touch with that old, waiting identity, that there
happened the things that seemed transient as falling
stars but moved into his horoscope as planets, —and
remained.

II

He first went to France, in one of the long string of
Service battalions that had sprung out of the Pinks, in
the June following his enlistment. Mabel had not wished
to make any change in her manner of life while he was
still in England in training and she did not wish to when,
at home three days on his draft leave, he discussed it
with her. She much preferred, she said, to go on living
in her own home. She was altogether against any idea
of going to be with her father at Tidborough, and there
was no cousin ““or anybody like that ” (her two sisters
were married and had homes of their own) that she
would care to have in the house with her. Relations
were all very well in their right place but sharing the
house with you was not their right place. She had
plenty to do with her war work and one thing and an-
other; if, in the matter of obviating loneliness, she did
make any change at all, it might be to get some sort of
paid companion: if you had any one permanently in the
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for “leaf.” He would have responded with immense
heartiness before reading that letter. With Mabel’s tart
sentences in his mind a certain gloom, a rather vexed
gloom, bestrode him. Her words presented her aspect
and her attitude and her atmosphere with a reminiscent
flavour that took the edge off his eagerness for home.
On the road when the lorry had dropped him, on the
interminable journey in the train, on the boat, the feeling
remained with him. England — England! — merged
into view across the water, and he was astonished, as his
heart bounded for joy at Folkestone coming into sight,
to realise from what depression of mind it bounded away.
He was ashamed of himself and perturbed with himself
that he had not more relished the journey: the journey
that was the most glorious thing in the dreams of every
man in France. He thought, “Well, what am I coming
home to?”

The train went speeding through the English fields, —
dear, familiar, English lands, sodden and bare and un-
speakably exquisite to him in their December mood. He
gazed upon them, flooding all his heart out to them. He
thought, “ Why should there be anything to make me
feel depressed? Why should things be the same as they
used to be? But dash that letter. . . . Dash it, I hope
she’s not been bullying that girl.”

v

He made rather a boisterous entry into the house on
his arrival, arriving in the morning before breakfast.
He entered the hall just after eight o’clock and announced
himself with a loud, “ Hullo, everybody!” and thumped
the butt of his rifle on the floor. An enormous crash in
the kitchen and a shriek of ““ It’s the master!” heralded
the tumultuous discharge upon him of High Jinks and
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knew by the uproar of his arrival, disappeared. * Oh,
I’d love to. Yes, dolet’s. Now yeu want a bath, don’t
you? I’m annoyed there was all that disturbance just
when I was meeting you. I’ve been having a little
trouble lately — ”

“ Oh, well, never mind that now, Mabel. Come and
watch me struggle out of this pack. Yes, look here, as
soon as ever I know for certain when the course ends
we ’ll write for rooms at the Savoy. I hear you have to
do it weeks ahead. We 'll spend pots of money and have
no end of a time.”

She reflected his good spirits. Ripping! He splashed
and wallowed in the bath, singing lustily one of the songs
out there:

“Ho, ho, ho, it’s a lovely war!”

VI

But the three days at home were not to go on this
singing note. They were marred by the discovery that
his suspicion was well founded; she was bullying Effie.
He began to notice it at once. Effie, with whom he had
anticipated a lot of fun, was different: not nearly so
bright; subdued; her eyes, not always, but only by oc-
casional flashes, sparkling that intense appreciation of
the oddities of life that had so much attracted him in her.
Yes, dash it, Mabel was treating her in a rotten way.
Bullying. No, it was not exactly bullying, it was snub-
bing, a certain acid quality always present in Mabel’s
voice when she addressed her, — that and a manner of
always being what he thought of as “ at her.” The girl
seemed to have an astonishing number of quite trivial
duties to perform — trivial; there certainly was no sug-
gestion of her being imposed upon as he had always felt
Miss Bypass up at the vicarage was imposed upon, but
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He put out his hand and squeezed Sabre’s in his in-
tensely friendly grip; and destiny put out its hand and
added another and a vital hour to Sabre’s ultimate en-
counter with life.

X

His leave ended with the one thing utterly unexpected
and flagrantly impossible. One of those meetings so
astounding in the fact that the deviation of a single
minute, of half a minute, of what one has been doing
previously would have prevented it; and out of it one of
those frightful things that ought to come with premoni-
tion, by hints, by stages, but that come careering head-
long as though malignity, bitter and wanton, had loosed
a savage bolt.

He arranged to spend the night at the Officers’ Rest
House near Victoria station. Arriving about nine and
disinclined for food, he strolled up to St. James’s Park
and walked about a little, then back to the station and
into the yard to buy a paper. He stood on a streel
refuge to let by a cab coming out of the station. As it
passed he saw its occupants — two women; and one saw
him — Nona! Of all incredible things, Nona!

She stopped the cab and he hurried after it.

“Nona!”

“Marko!”

She said, “I’m hurrying to Euston to catch a train,
Tony’s mother is with me.”

He could not see her well in the dim light, but he
thought she looked terribly pale and fatigued. And her
manner odd. He said, “I’m just going back. But you,
Nona? I thought you were in France?”

“1 was — this morning. I only came over to-day.”

How funny her voice was. “Nona, you look ill
You sound ill. What’s up? Is anything wrong?”
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XI

On the following morning he crossed to France, there
to take up again that strange identity in whose occupancy
his own self was held in abeyance, waiting his return.
Seven months passed before he returned to that waiting
identity and he resumed it then permanently, — done
with the war. The tremendous fighting of 1917 — his
participation in the war —his tenancy of the strange
personality caught up in the enormous machinery of it
all —ended for him in the great break through of the
Hindenburg Line in November. On top of a recollection
of sudden shock, then of whirling giddiness in which
he was conscious of some enormous violence going on
but could not feel it — like (as he afterwards thought)
beginning to come to in the middle of a tooth extraction
under gas— on the top of these and of extraordinary
things and scenes and people he could not at all under-
stand came some one saying:

“Well, it’s good-by to the war for you, old man.”

He knew that he was aware — and somehow for some
time had been aware — that he was in a cot in a ship.
He said, “I got knocked out, did n’t I? ”

. . . Some one was telling him some interminable
story about some one being wounded in the shoulder and
in the knee. He said, and his voice appeared to him to
be all jumbled up and thick, “ Well, I don’t care a damn.”

. . . Some one laughed.

Years — or minutes — after this he was talking to a
nurse. He said, “ What did some one say to me about it
being good-by to the war for me?”

‘The nurse smiled. “ Well, poor thing, you 've got it
rather badly in the knee, you know.”

Hé puzzled over this. Presently he said, “ Where are
we?”

\
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The nurse bent across the cot and peered through the
port; then beamed down on him:

“ England!”

She said, “ Aren’t you glad? What’s the matter?”

His face was contracted in intensity of thought, ex-
traordinary thought: he felt the most extraordinary
premonition of something disastrous awaiting him: there
was in his mind, meaninglessly, menacingly, over and
over again, “ Good luck have thee with thine honour . ..
and thy right hand shall show thee terrible things. . ..”

“ Terrible things!”

i




PART FOUR
MABEL — EFFIE — NONA






CHAPTER 1
1

Sam Hapgood — that garrulous Hapgood, solicitor,
who first in this book spoke of Sabre to a mutual friend
— said Hapgood, seated in the comfortable study of his
flat, to that same friend, staying the night:

“ Well, now, old man, about Sabre. Well, I tell you
it’s a funny business —a dashed funny business, the
position old Puzzlehead Sabre has got himself into. Of
course you, with your coarse and sordid instincts, will
say it ’s just what it appears to be and a very old story at
that. Whereas to me, with my exquisitely delicate sus-
ceptibilities. . . . No, don’t throw that, old man. Sorry.
1’11 be serious. What I want just to kick off with is that
you know as well as I do that I ’ve never been the sort
of chap who wept he knows not why; I ’ve never nursed
a tame gazelle or any of that sort of stuff. In fact I’ve
got about as much sentiment in me as there is in a pound
of lard. But when I see this poor beggar Sabre as he is
now, and when I hear him talk as he talked to me about
his position last week, and when I see how grey and ill
he looks, hobbling about on his old stick, well, I tell you,
old man, I get — well, look here, here it is from the
Let Go.

“Look here, this is April, April, 1918, by all that’s
Hunnish — dashed nearly four years of this infernal
war. Well, old Sabre got knocked out in France just
about five months ago, back in November. He copped it
twice — shoulder and knee. Shoulder nothing much;
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“He got up and hobbled about, excited, flushed, and
talked like a man who uses his headpiece for thinking.
‘ Where ’s that making to, Hapgood?’ he asked. ‘I’ll
tell you,” he said. ‘ You'll get the people finding there’s
a limit to the high prices they can demand for their la-
bour: apparently none to those the employers can go on
piling up for their profits. You'’ll get growing hatred
by the middle classes with fixed incomes of the labouring
classes whose prices for their labour they’ll see — and
feel — going up and up; and you ’ll get the same growing
hatred by the labouring classes for the capitalists. We 've
been nearly four years on the crest, Hapgood, — on the
crest of the war—and it’s been all classes as one class
for the common good. I tell you, Hapgood, the trough’s
ahead ; we ’re steering for it; and it ’s rapid and perilous
sundering of the classes.

““The new God,’ old Sabre said. ‘High prices, high
prices: the highest that can be squeezed. Temples to it
everywhere. Ay, and sacrifices, Hapgood. Immola-
tions. Offering up of victims. No thought of those who
cannot pay the prices. Pay the prices, or get them, or
go under. That’s the new God’s creed.’

“I said to him, * What’s the remedy, Sabre?’

“He said to me, ‘ Hapgood, the remedy ’s the old rem-
edy. Theold God. But it’s more than that. It’s Light:
more light. The old revelation was good for the old
world, and suited to the old world, and told in terms of
the old world’s understanding. Mystical for ages steeped
in the mystical; poetic for minds receptive of nothing
beyond story and allegory and parable. We want a new
revelation in terms of the new world’s understanding.
We want light, light! Do you suppose a man who lives
on meat is going to find sustenance in bread and milk?
Do you suppose an age that knows wireless and can fly is
going to find spiritual sustenance in the food of an age that



330 IF WINTER COMES

was wondering where he’d put it? Well, the Sabre I
left down there two months ago had not only lost it, but
knew it was gone for good and all. That was Sabre
— except when the pink got under his skin when he got
talking.

“ All right. All right. Now that’s just the prologue.
That’s just what you’re supposed to know before the
curtain goes up. Now, am I going on to the drama or
are we going to bed. . . . The drama? Right. You're
a lewd fellow of the baser sort, but you occasionally have
wise instincts. Right. The drama.”
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waiting their turn in a dentist’s parlour. The door
was open and I could hear some one moving about lay-
ing the lunch. That was all I could hear (bar Sabre’s
spasmodic jerks of speech) and I don’t mind telling you
I was a deal more interested in what I could hear going
on outside than in anything we could put up between us.
Or rather in what I could n’t hear going on outside. No
voices, none of those sounds, none of that sort of feeling
that tells you people are about the place. No, there was
some mystery knocking about the place somewhere, and
it was on the other side of the door, and that was where
my attention was.

“ Presently I heard the girl’s voice outside, ‘ Lunch is
ready.’

“ We jumped up like two schoolboys released from de-
tention and went along in. More mystery. Lunch at
Sabre’s place was always a beautifully conducted rite, as
I was accustomed to it. Announced by two gongs, warn-
ing and ready, to begin with, and here we ’d been shuf-
fled in by a girl’s casual remark in the passage; and
beautifully appointed and served when you got there and
here was — Well, there were places laid for two only
and a ramshackle kind of cold picnic scattered about the
cloth. Everything there, help yourself kind of show.
Bit of cold meat, half a cold tart, lump of cheese, loaf of
bread, assortment of plates, and so on.

‘“ Sabre said, ‘ Oh, by the way, my wife’s not here.
She’s away.’

“1 murmured the polite thing. He was staring at the
two places, frowning a bit. ‘Half a minute,’ he said
and hopped off on his old stick. Then I heard him talk-
ing to this mysterious girl. At least I heard her voice
first. ‘Oh, I can’t! I can’t!’

“Then Sabre: ‘ Nonsense, Effie. You must. You
must. I insist. Don’t be silly.’
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his pockets, chin on his collar, wrestling with it, — and
wrestling, mind you, just in profoundly interested baf-
flement.

“ ‘Unspeakable,” he said. ‘Excommunicated. By
Jove, it ’s astounding. It’s amazing. It’s like a stupen-
dous conjuring trick. I’ve done something that isn’t
done — not something that’s wrong, something that’s
incontestably right. But it is n’t done. People don’t do

“it, and I ’ve done it and therefore hey, presto, I 'm turned
into a leper, a pariah, an outlaw. Amazing, astounding!’

“ Then he settled down and told me. And this is what
he told me.”

II

“ When he was out in France this girl I’d seen — this
Effie, as he called her, Effie Bright — had come to live as
companion to his wife. It appears he more or less got her

~the job. He’d seen her at the office with her father and
he’d taken a tremendous fancy to her. ‘A jolly kid,’
that was the expression he used, and he said he was
awfully fond of her just as he might be of a jolly little
sister. He got her some other job previously with some
friends or other, and then the old lady there died and the
girl came to his place while he was away. Something like
that. Anyway, she came. She came somewhere about
October, 15, and she left early in March following, just
over a year ago. His wife got fed up with her and got rid
of her — that’s what Sabre says — got fed up with her
and got rid of her. And Sabre was at home at the time.
Mark that, old man, because it ’s important. Sabre was
at home at the time — about three weeks — on leave.

“Very well. The girl got the sack and he went back
to France. She got another job somewhere as companion
again. He doesn’t quite know where. He thinks at
Bournemouth. Anyway, that’s nothing to do with it.
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but not speechless long, Sabre said, and I dare bet she
wasn’t. Sabre said she worked herself up in the most
awful way and used language about the girl that cut
him like a knife — language like speaking of the baby as
‘ that brat.” It made him wince. It would — the sort of
chap he is. And he said that the more she railed, the
more frightfully he realised the girl’s position, up against
that sort of thing everywhere she turned.

“ He described all that to me and then, so to speak, he
stated his case. He said to me, his face all twisted up
with the strain of trying to make some one else see what
was so perfectly clear to himself, he said, ‘ Well, what
I say to you, Hapgood, is just precisely what I said to my
wife. I felt that the girl had a claim on us. In the first
place, she’d turned to us in her abject misery for help
and that alone established a claim, even if it had come
from an utter stranger. It established a claim because
here was a human creature absolutely down and out come
to us, picking us out from everybody, for succour. Damn
it, you’ve got to respond. You’re picked out. You!
One human creature by another human creature. Breath-
ing the same air. Sharing the same mortality. Respon-
sible to the same God. You’ve got to! You can’t help
yourself. You’re caught. If you hear some one appeal-
ing to any one else you can scuttle out of it. Get away.
Pass by on the other side. Square it with your conscience
any old how. But when that some one comes to you,
you 're done, you’re fixed. You may hate it. You may
loathe and detest the position that ’s been forced on you.
But it’s there. You can’t get out of it. The same earth

“as your earth is there at your feet imploring you; and if
you’ve got a grain, a jot of humanity, you must, you
must, out of the very flesh and bones of you, respond to
that cry of this your brother or your sister made as you
yourself are made.






IF WINTER COMES 347

guessing. There he is, and there’s the girl, and there’s
the baby; and he ’s what he says he is — what I told you:
a social outcast, beyond the pale, ostracized, excommuni-~
cated. No one will have anything to do with him.
They "ve cleared him out of the office, or as good as done
so. He says the man Twyning worked that. The man
Twyning — that Judas Iscariot chap, you remember —
is very thick with old Bright, the girl’s father. Old
Bright pretty naturally thinks his daughter has gone
back to the man who is responsible for her ruin, and this
Twyning person — who ’s a partner, by the way — wrote
to Sabre and told him that, although he personally did n’t
believe it — ‘not for a moment, old man,” he wrote —
still Sabre would appreciate the horrible scandal that had
arisen, and would appreciate the fact that such a scan-
dal could not be permitted in a firm like theirs with its
high and holy Church connections. And so on. He said
that he and Fortune had given the position their most
earnest and sympathetic thought and prayers —and
prayers, mark you—and that they’d come to the con-
clusion that the best thing to be done was for Sabre to
resign.

“ Sabre says he was knocked pretty well silly by this
step. He says it was his first realisation of the attitude
that everybody was going to take up against him. He
went off down and saw them, and you can imagine there
was a bit of a scene. He said he was dashed if he’d
resign. Why on earth should he resign? Was he to
resign because he was doing in common humanity what
no one else had the common humanity to do? That sort
of thing. You can imagine it did n’t cut much ice with
that crowd. The upshot of it was that Twyning, speak-
ing for the firm, and calling him about a thousand old
mans and that sort of slush, told him that the position
would be reconsidered when he ceased to have the girl












CHAPTER III
I

ON a day a month later — in May — Hapgood said:

“ Now, I'’ll tell you. Old Sabre — by Jove, it ’s fright-
ful. He’s crashed. The roof’s fallen in on him. He’s
nearly out of his mind. I don't like it. I don't like it a
bit. I’ve only just left him. Here, in London. A
couple of hours ago. I ought n’t to have left him. The
chap’s not fit to be left. But I had to. He cleared me
off. Thadtogo. He wasn’tina state to be argued with.
I was frightened of irritating him. To tell you the truth,
I’m frightened now about him. Dead frightened.

“Look here, it’s in two parts, this sudden develop-
ment. Two parts as I saw it. Begins all right and then
works up. Two parts — morning and afternoon yester-
day and a bit to-day. And of all extraordinary places to
happen at — Brighton.

“Yes, Brighton. I was down there for a Saturday to
Monday with my Missus. This absolutely topping
weather, you know. We were coming back Monday even-
ing. Yesterday. Very well. Monday morning we
were sunning on the pier, she and I. I was reading the
paper, she was watching the people and making remarks
about them. If Paradise is doing in the next world what
you best liked doing in this, my wife will ask Peter if she
can sit at the gate and watch the demobilised souls arriv-
ing and pass remarks about them. She certainly will.

“ Well, all of a sudden she began, ¢ Oh, what a fright-
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“1 took him over to my wife, and my wife climbed
all over him, and we chatted round for a bit, and then I
worked off my wife on a bunch of people we knew and
I got old Sabre on to a secluded bench and started in on
him. What on earth was he doing down at Brighton,
and how were things?

“He said ‘ Things . . . ? Things are happening with
me, Hapgood. Not to me — with me. Happening pretty
fierce and pretty quick. I’m right in the middle of the
most extraordinary, the most astounding, the most amaz-
ing things. I had to get away from them for a bit. I
simply had to. I came down here for a week-end to get
away from them-and go on wrestling them out when they
were n’t right under my eyes. I’m going back to-morrow.
Effie was all right —with her baby. She was glad I
should go — glad for me, I mean. Poor kid, poor kid.
Top of her own misery, Hapgood, she’s miserable to
death at what she says she ’s let me in for. She’s always
crying about it. Crying. She’s torn between knowing
my house is the only place where she can have her baby,
between that and seeing what her coming into the place
has caused. She spends her time trying to do any little
thing she can to make me comfortable, hunts about
for any little thing she can do for me. It’s pathetic, you
know. At least, it ’s pathetic to me. Jumped at this sud-
den idea of mine of getting away for a couple of days.
Said it would please her more than anything in the
world to know I was right away from it all for a bit.
Fussed over me packing up and all that, you know. Pa-
thetic. Frightfully. Look, just to show you how she
hunts about for anything to do for me — said my old
straw hat was much too shabby for Brighton and would
I get her some stuff, oxalic acid, and let her clean it up
for me. That sort of little trifle. As a matter of fact
she made such a shocking mess of the hat that I hardly
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still a received member of society. People are sorry for
my wife, or pretend to be, but I 'm still all right, a bit of
a rake, you know, but a decent enough chap. But I take
Ppity on one poor girl because she clings to her mother-
hood although she ’s unmarried, and I ‘'m beyond the pale.
I’m unspeakable. Amazing. Do you say it’s not abso-
lutely astounding?

“ ¢ Hapgood, look here. It’s this. This is what I ve
found. You can do the shocking things, and it can be
known you do the shocking things. But you must n’t be
seen doing them. You can beat your wife, and it can be
known among your friends that you beat your wife. But
you must n’t be seen beating her. You must n’t beat her
in the street or in your neighbour’s garden. You can
drink, and it can be known you drink; but you mustn't
be seen drunk.

“ ‘Do you see, Hapgood? Do you see? The conven-
tions are all right, moral, sound, excellent, admirable, but
to save their own face there ’s a blind side to them, a shut-
eye side. Keep that side of them and you ’re all right.
They ’ll let you alone. They’ll pretend they don’t see
you. But come out and stand in front of them and
they ’ll devour you. They’ll smash and grind and de-
vour you, Hapgood. They 're devouring me.

“‘That’s where they ’ve got me in their jaws, Hap-
good; and where they 've got Effie in their jaws is just
precisely again on a blind, shut-eye side. . . . They 're
rightly based, they ’re absolutely just, you can’t gainsay
them, but to save their face, again, they 're indomitably
blind and deaf to the hideous cruelties in their applica-
tion. They mean well. They cause the most frightful
suffering, the most frightful tragedies, but they won’t
look at them, they won’t think of them, they won’t speak
of them: they mean well . . .’

“ Old Sabre put his head in his hands. He might have
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to terms of that. One of these days, perhaps one of these
days, I’ll be able to write it and tell people.’

“1 tell you, old man, you can think what you like about
it, but old Sabre, when he was telling me that, was a
pretty first-class advertisement for his own revelation.
He ’d found it all right. The look on him was nearer the
divine than anything I *ve ever come near seeing. It cer-
tainly was.

“ So you see that was the morning part of this that I 'm
telling you, what I called the first part, and it was not
too bad.. He’d been through, he was going through
some pretty fierce things, but he was holding up under
them. Oh, some pretty fierce things. I haven’t told
you half. One thing that hit him hard as he could bear
was that that old pal of his, Fungus or Fargus, Fargus
as a matter of fact, that old chap fell dying and did die —
knocked out by pneumonia special constabling — and
those dashed ramping great daughters of his would n’t
let poor old Sabre into the house to see him. Fact. He
said it hurt him worse, made him realise worse what a
ban he was up against, than anything that’s happened to
him. It would. That chap dying and him too shocking
to be admitted.

“They did grant him one squint of his old friend,
about five minutes, and stood over him like dragons all
the time, five of them. Came to him one morning and
said, as though they were speaking to a leper through
bars, said, sort of holding their noses, ¢ We have to ask
you to come to see Papa. The doctor thinks there is
something Papa wishes to say to you.’

“ What it was, apparently, was that the old gentleman
had some sort of funny old notion that he was put into
life for a definite purpose and when Sabre saw him he
could just whisper to Sabre that he was agonised because
he was dying before he ’d done anything that could pos-
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derstanding their point of view as he always has under-
stood the other point of view, just that and puzzling over
it all. On the whole, and considering all things, not too
bad. Not toobad. Bad, desperately pathetic, I thought,
but not too bad. That was the morning. He would n’t
come to lunch with us. He had n’t liked meeting my
wife as it was. And of course I could understand how
he felt, poor chap. So I left him.

“I left him. When I saw him again was about three
o’clock, and I walked right into the middle of the de-
velopment that, as I told you, has pretty well let the roof
down on him.

“I strolled round to his hotel, a one-horse sort of place
off the front. He was in the lobby. No one else there,
Only a man who’d just been speaking to him and who
left him and went out as I came in.

“ Sabre had two papers in his hands. He was staring
at them and you ’d ha’ thought from his face he was star-
ing at a ghost. What d’ you think they were? Guesg
Man alive, the chap I’d seen going out had just servey
them on him. They were divorce papers. The citation
and petition papers that have to be served personally.
Divorce papers. His wife had instituted divorce pro-
ceedings against him. Naming the girl, Effie.

“Yes, you can whistle. . . .

“You can whistle. I couldn’t. I had too much to do.
He was knocked out. Right out. I got him up to his
room. Tried to stuff a drink into him. Could n’t.
Stuffed it into myself. Two. Wanted them pretty
badly.

“Well —1I tell you. It was pretty awful. He sat on
the bed with the papers in his hand, gibbering. Just
gibbering. No other word for it. Was his wife mad?
Was she crazy? Had she gone out of her mind? He to
be guilty of a thing like that? He capable of & beastly
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and froze on hard, I can tell you. I thought he was going
mad the way he went on. I still think he may. That’s
why I’m frightened about him. He just sat there on
the bed while I talked and kept saying to himself,
¢ Adulterer! Adulterer! Me. Adulterer!’ It was
awful.

“ What he caught on to was what I told him about
appearing at the Divorce Registry within eight days and
about instructing a solicitor afterwards. He said he’d
go to the Registry at once — at once, at once, at once!
and he said, very impolitely, poor chap, that he ’d instruct
no infernal solicitors; he’d do the whole thing himself.
He had the feeling, I could see, that he must be spurning
this horrible thing, and spurning it at once, and spurning
it himself. He was like a chap with his clothes on fire,
crazy only to rush into water and get rid of it. The
stigma of the thing was so intolerable to him that his
feeling was that he couldn ’t sit by and let other people de-
fend him and do the business for him; he must do it him-
self, hurl it back with his own hands, shout it back with
his own throat. Hell calm down and get more reason-
able in time, no doubt, and then I’ll have another go at
him about running the case for him; but anyway, there
was the one thing he could do pretty well there and then,
and that was enter his defence at the registry. So I
took charge of him to help him ease his mind that much.

“I took charge of him. He was n’t capable of think-
ing of anything for himself. I packed his bag and paid
his bill and took him round to our hotel and it wasn’t
far off then to the train my wife and I had fixed to get
back on. I told my wife what had happened and she
played the brick. You see, the chap was like as if he was
dazed. Like as if he was walking in a trance. Just
did what he was told and said nothing. So we played it
up on that, my missus and I; we just sort of took him
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was horrible to hear him. He said he ’d kill the chap if
he could ever discover him; ground his teeth and said
he’d kill him, now — after this.

“Well, he got through his business about twelve —
just a formality, you know, declaring his intention to
defend. Then a thing happened. Can’t think now what
it meant. We were waiting for a cab near the Law
Courts. I had his bag. He was going straight on to the
station. A cab was just pulling in when a man came up,
an ordinary enough looking cove, tall chap, and touched
Sabre and said, ‘ Mr. Sabre?’ Sabre said, ‘ Yes’ and
the chap said very civilly, ‘ Might I speak to you a min-
ute, sir?’

“ They went aside. I was n’t looking at them. I was
watching a chap on a bike tumble off in front of a motor
bus, near as a toucher run over. Suddenly some one
shoved past me and there was old Sabre getting into the
cab with this chap who had come up to him. I said,
‘Hullo! Hullo, are you off?’

“We’d arranged, d’ you see, to part there. I had to
get back to my chambers. He turned round on me a face
grey as ashes, absolutely dead grey. I’d never seen such
a colour in a man’s face. He said, ‘ Yes, I’'m off,’ and
sort of fell over his stick into the cab. The man, who
was already in, righted him on to the seat and said,
‘ Paddington ’ to the driver who was at the door, shutting
it. I said, through the window, ¢ Sabre! Old man, are
you ill? What’s up? Shall I come with you?’

“ He put his head towards me and said in the most
extraordinary voice, speaking between his clenched teeth
as though he was keeping himself from yelling out, he
said, ‘ If you love me, Hapgood, get right away out of it
from me and let me alone. This man happens to live at
Tidborough. Iknow him. We ’re going down together.’

“T said, ¢ Sabre —’
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“ He clenched his teeth so they were all bare with his

lips contracting. He said, ‘ Let me alone. Let me alone. |
Let me alone.’

“ And they pushed off.
“I tell you what I’m going to do. I’m going down
there to-morrow. I’m frightened about him.”



CHAPTER 1V
I

Harcoop had said to his friend of the effect on Sabre
of Mabel’s action against him: “ He’s crashed. The
roof ’s fallen in on him.” And that had been Sabre’s
own belief. But it was not so. There are degrees of
calamity. Dumfounded, stunned, aghast, Sabre would
not have believed that conspiracy against him of all
the powers of darkness could conceivably worsen his
plight. They had shot their bolt. He was stricken
amain. He was in the crucible of disaster and in its
heart where the furnace is white.

But they had not shot their bolt. The roof had not yet
fallen on him. They had discharged but a petard, but a
mine to effect a breach. The timbers of the superstruc-
ture had but bent and cracked and groaned.

Their bolt was shot, the roof crashed in, the four sides
of his world tottered and collapsed upon him, with the
words spoken to Sabre by that man who approached
and took him aside while he stood to take leave of Hap-
good.

The man said, “ I daresay you know me by sight, Mr.
Sabre. I’ve seen you about the town. I’m the coroner’s
officer at Tidborough. You'’re rather wanted down
there. I’ve been to Brighton after you and followed
here and just took a lucky chance on finding you
about this part. You ’re rather wanted down there. ~
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II

One of two questions is commonly the first words
articulated by one knocked senseless in a disaster. Re-
covering consciousness, or recovering his scattered wits,
“ What ’s happened? "’ he asks; or “ Where am I?” In
the first shock he has not known he was hurt. He re-
covers his senses. He then is aware of himself man-
gled, maimed, delivered to the torturers.

In that day and through the night Sabre was numb
to coherent thought, numb to any realisation of the
meaning to himself of this that had befallen him. The
roof had crashed in upon him; but he lay stunned. As
one pinned beneath scaffolding knows not his agony till
the beams are being lifted from him, so stupefaction in-
hibited his senses until, on the morrow, he was dug down
to in the coroner’s court and there awakened.

He could not think. Through the day and through the
night his mind groped with outstretched arms as one
groping in a dark room, or as a blind man tapping with
a stick. He could not think. He could attend to things;
he could notice things; he could perform necessary ac-
tions; but “ Effie is dead.” * Effie has killed herself.”
“ Effie has killed herself and her child — now what?”
In pursuit of these his mind could only grope with out-
stretched hands; these, in the dark room of his calamity,
eluded his mind. He groped and stumbled after them.
They stole and slipped away.

In the train going down to Tidborough the man who
had accosted him permitted himself to be more communi-
cative. A policeman, observing lights burning in the
house at midday on Sunday, had knocked, and getting
no answer had gone in. He had found the young woman
dead on her bed, the baby dead beside her. A tumbler
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of terrible emotion surged enormously within him; a
bursting thing was in his throat — No, it was gone.
What phenomenon had suddenly possessed him? What
was the matter? Effie had killed herself. No, he could
not get hold of it. He turned away and began to wander
from room to room. In some he lit lights because you
naturally lit lights when it was dark. All night he wan-
dered from room to room, rarely sitting down. All
night his mind groped with outstretched hands for that
which all night eluded it.

ITI

In the morning, in the mortuary adjoining the cor-
oner’s court, his mind suddenly and with shock most ter-
rible made contact with the calamity it had pursued.

In the mortuary. . . .

When he arrived and alighted from his cab he found
a small crowd of persons assembled about the yard of the
court. Some one said, “ There he is!” Some one said,
“That’s him!” A kind of threatening murmur went
up from the people. A general movement was made
towards him. What was the matter? What were they
looking at? They stood in his way. He seemed to be
wedged among a mass of dark and rather beastly faces
breathing close to his own. He could not get on. He
was being pushed. He was caused to stagger. He said,
“Look out, I've got a game leg.” That threatening
sort of murmur arose more loudly in answer to his
words. Some one somewhere threw a piece of orange
peel at some one. It almost hit his face. What was up?
What were they all doing?

A policeman and the coroner’s officer came shouldering
through the press and helped him towards the court. He
thought it was rather decent of them.
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and rub away the dimness with their sleeves, and breathe,
and stare again.

Oh, insupportable calamity! Oh, tragedy beyond sup-
port! He thought of her as oft and again he had seen
her, — those laughing lips, those shining eyes. He
thought of her alone when he had left her, planning and
preparing this frightful dissolution of her body and her
soul. He thought of her in the stupendous moment
while the glass paused at her lips. He thought of her in
torment of inward fire by that which had blistered her
poor lips. .

A very terrible groan was broken out of him.

They took him along.

Iv

The court was crammed. In two thirds of its space
were crowded benches. At the upper end of the room
was a dais, a schoolmaster’s desk. Flanking it on one
hand were forms occupied by the men Sabre had seen
shuffling out of the mortuary. On the other hand a sec-
ond dais stood. Facing the central dais was a long
table at which men were seated on the side looking
towards the dais. Two men sat also at the head of this
table, facing the jury. As Sabre entered they were in
deep conversation with a stunted, hunchbacked man who
sat next them at the corner.

Every face in the room turned towards the door as
Sabre entered. They might have belonged to a single
body and they appeared to have a single expression and
a single thought: a dark and forbidding expression and
a thought dark and hostile. There was again that mur-
mur that had greeted him when he stepped from the cab.
At the sight of him one of the two men at the head of
the table started to his feet. A very big man, and with a
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very big and massive face and terrific eyes who started
up and raised clenched fists and had his jaws working.
Old Bright. His companion at the head of the table
restrained him and drew him down again. A tall, spare,
dark man with a thin mouth in a deeply lined face,—
Twymng The hunchbacked man beside them twisted
about in his chair and stared long and narrowly at Sabre,
a very faint smile playing about his mouth; a rather
hungry sort of smile, as though he anticipated a bit of a
game out of Sabre.

They led Sabre to a seat on the front of the benches.

A%

From a door behind the central dais a large, stout man
entered and took his seat. Whispers about the court
said, “ Coroner.” Some one bawled “ Silence.”

The coroner fiddled with some papers, put pince-nez
on his nose and stared about the court. He had a big,
flat face. He stared about. “Is the witness Sabre in
attendance? ”

The coroner’s officer said, “ Yes, sir.”

Some one jogged Sabre. He stood up.

The coroner looked at him. “ Are you legally repre-
sented? ”’

Sabre’s mind played him the trick of an astoundingly
clear recollection of the officer at the recruiting station
who had asked him, and at whom he had wondered,
“ Any complaints?” He wondered now. He said,
“Represented? No. Why should I be represented? ”

The coroner turned to examine some papers. “ That
you may perhaps discover,” he remarked drily.

The court tittered. The hunchbacked man, little more
than whose huge head appeared above the table, laughed
out loud and rubbed his hands between his knees and
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made a remark to Twyning. He seemed pleased that
Sabre was not legally represented.

A man seated not far from the hunchback rose and
bowed and said, “I am watching the interests of Mrs.
Sabre.”

Sabre started. Mrs. Sabre! Mabel!

The hunchback sprang to his feet and jerked a bow.
“1 represent Mr. Bright, the father of the deceased.”

The coroner bowed to each. The hunchback and the:
solicitor representing the interests of Mrs. Sabre leaned
back in their chairs and exchanged whispers behind the
men seated between them.

The jury shuffled up from their seats and were sworn
in and shuffled back again. . . . The coroner was speak-
ing. “. .. and you will hear the evidence of the wit-
nesses who will be brought before you . . . and I pro-
pose to take first the case of the deceased child . . .
two deaths . . . and it will be found more convenient
to dispose first of the case of the child. . . . First wit-
ness!”
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II

“ Look here, get the hang of the thing. Get a bearing
on some of these people. There was the coroner getting
off his preamble — flavouring it with plenty of dis-
tressings’ and ‘ painfuls’ and ¢ father of the deceased
well known to and respected by many of us-es.’” Great
big pudding of a chap, the coroner. Sat there impassive
like a flabby old Buddha. Face like a three-parts de-
flated football. Looked as if he ’d been poured on to
his seat out of a jug and jellified there. There was old
Bright, the girl’s father, smouldering like inside the door
of a banked-up furnace; smouldering like if you touched
him he ’d burst out into roaring flame and sparks. There
was Mr. Iscariot Twyning with his face like a stab—in
the back — and his mouth on his face like a scar. There
was this solicitor chap next him, with his hump, with his
hair like a mane, and a head like a house, and a mouth like
a cave. He’d a great big red tongue, about a yard long,
like a retriever’s, and a great long forefinger with about
five joints in it that he waggled when he was cross-
examining and shot out when he was incriminating like
the front nine inches of a snake.

““That chap! When he was in the full cry and ecstasy
of his hunt after Sabre, the perspiration streamed down
his face like running oil, and he’d flap his great red
tongue around his jaws and mop his streaming face and
chuck away his streaming mane; and all the time he’d
be stooping down to Twyning, and while he was stooping
and Twyning prompting him with the venom pricking
and bursting in the corners of his mouth, all the time
he was stooping this chap would leave that great fore-
finger waggling away at Sabre, and Sabre clutching the
box, and his face in a knot, and his throat in a lump and
choking out, ‘ Look here —. Look here —’
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it like the lid of hell slowly slipping away before his eyes.
Saw it! I was watching him. He saw it; and things —
age, greyness, lasting and immovable calamity — I don’t
know what — frightful things — came down on his face
like the dust of ashes settling on a polished surface.

"~ “You see, what this Humpo fiend was laying out for
was, first that Sabre was the father of the girl’s child,
second that he ’d deliberately put the poison in her way,
and brutally told her he was done with her, and gone off
and left her so that she should do what she had done and
he be rid of her. Yes. Yes, old man. And he’d got a
case! By the living Jingo, he’d got such a case as a
Crown prosecutor only dreams about after a good dinner
and three parts of a bottle of port. There was n't a thing,
there was n’t an action or a deed or a thought that Sabre
had done for months and months past but bricked him
in like bricking a man into a wall, but tied him dowh like
tying a man in a chair with four fathoms of rope. By
the living Jingo, there was n't a thing.

“Listen. Just listen and see for yourself. Worked
off the police evidence and the doctor, d’ you see? Then
— ‘Mr. Bright!” Old man comes up into the box.
Stands there massive, bowed with grief, chest heaving,
voice coming out of it like an organ in the Dead March.
Stands there like Lear over the body of Cordelia. Stands
there like the father of Virginia thinking of Appius
Claudius.

“ Like this, his evidence went: Was father of the de-
ceased woman (as they called her). Was employed as
foreman at Fortune, East and Sabre’s. Had seen the
body and identified it. So on, so on.

“ Then Humpo gets on to him. Was his daughter the
sort of girl to meditate taking her life? — ‘ Never!
Never!’ Great rending cry that went down to your
marrow.
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shown a diary kept by Mr. Twyning at that period? —
‘Yes! Yes!’

“ And it contained frequent reference to Sabre’s men-
tion in the office of these visits? —‘ Yes! Yes!’

“Did one entry reveal the fact that on one occasion
this Sabre spent an entire night there?

“ ¢ Look here — ’ bursts out old Sabre. ‘Look here —’

“Can’t get any farther. Buddha on the throne shuts
him up if he could have got any farther. ‘Yes,’ groans
old Bright out of his heaving chest. ‘Yes. A night
there.’

‘“ And on the very next day, the very next day, did this
man Sabre rush off and enlist? — ‘ Yes. Yes.

“Viewed in light of the subsequent events, did that
sudden burst of patriotism bear any particular interpre-
tation? — ‘ Running away from it,” heaves the old man.
‘ Running away from it.’

“ ¢ Look here —’ from Sabre again. ‘Look here —’
Same result.

“ So this Humpo chap went on, piling it up from old
Bright like that, old man; and all the time getting deeper
and getting worse, of course. Sabre getting the girl
into his own house after the old lady’s death removes the
girl from the neighbourhood; curious suddenness of the
girl’s dismissal during Sabre’s leave; girl going straight
to Sabre immediately able to walk after birth of child,’
and so on. Blacker and blacker, worse and worse.

“ And then Humpo ends, ‘ A final question, Mr. Bright,
and I can release you from the painful, the pitiable or-
deal it has been my sad duty to inflict upon you. A
final question: ‘ Have you in your own mind suspicions
of the identity of this unhappy woman’s betrayer?’
Old man cannot speak for emotion. Only nods, hands at
his breast like a prophet about to tear his raiment. Only
nods.
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went down to Sabre’s house on the fatal Saturday.  Suf-
ficient,” says Humpo, ‘that it was legal business of a
deeply grave nature implicating the deceased and the man
Sabre?’ Witness agrees. Court nearly chokes itself
whispering conjectures. ‘ And you saw the deceased but
not the man Sabre?’ Witness agrees again. Goes on,
led by Humpo, to state that he served certain papers on
the deceased. That she looked noticeably unhappy,
frightened, lonely, deserted, when she opened the door
to him. Had great difficulty in obtaining from her the

hereabouts of the man Sabre. At first refused to tell.
§o, didn’t actually say she had been told not to tell;

ut, yes, certainly gave that impression. Extracted from
her at last that he was probably at Brighton. Couldn’t
get anything more definite out of her.
k “‘Look here—' cries Sabre. ‘Look here —Ilook

ere, she did n’t know!’
- “*“I am not surprised,” says Humpo, ‘I am not at all
surprised.” Court laughs cynically. ‘You have inter-
rupted us a great deal,” says Humpo. ‘It is time we saw
if you will be equally informative in the witness box.’

‘““ Some one bawls, ‘ Next witness. Mark Sabre.’
“Court draws an enormous breath and gets itself

ready for butchery to make a Tidborough holiday.”
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the girl. I was fond of the girl. She was my friend.
She was fond of me. I did more for her than any one in
this court — her father or any one. When she was in
trouble she came to me and I succoured her. She lived
in my house. She cooked my meals for me. We went
through it together. I’ve known her for years. I’ve
liked her for years. And now she’s dead and you turn
around and tell me to call her the deceased. Effie. Effie!
Do you hear? — Effie!’

“ They could n’t stop him. He was like a sick wolf
then, cornered, and Buddha like a big, wary boarhound
going in at him and jumping up on the wall out of the
way when he made his dashes and then coming down and
going in at him again. But they stopped him when
Humpo got at him! They wore him down then! He
was like that wolf then with a rope round his neck, tied
to a post, and every time he ’d fly out with, ‘ Look here —
Look here — ’ the rope would catch him and throttle him
and over he ’d go and Humpo in worrying him again.

“Like this. Link on link of the chain against him
and brick by brick of the wall around him. Like this.

¢ What date did the deceased leave your wife’s em-
ployment?’

“¢In March. In March last year. Look here —’

“¢Did she leave of her own wish or was she dis-
missed?’

“‘Look here —’

“ ¢ Was she dismissed because your wife suspected you
of relations with her?’

“‘Look here—’

“¢ Answer the question.’

“¢Well, but look here —’

“¢ Answer the question, sir.’

€ ¢ ka he' e —— ?

“¢Very well, sir. Very well. Answer me this ques-
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bourhood of his own, then under his own roof, and all the
rest of the unholy chain of it. Then he has a chat with
Twyning, then mops himself dry, and then hurls in again,

“* Now, sir, this holiday. This pleasant holiday by the
sea! Did you make any preparations for it, any little
purchases?’ :

“‘No. Purchases? No. Look here —’

“ ¢ Never mind about “ Look here,” sir. No purchases?
Did you hear the evidence of the witness — the Alton
chemist who declared on oath that you made a purchase
in his shop on the very day before you started, a purchase
you have admitted? Remembering that, do you still say
. you made no purchases for your — holiday?’

*  “‘Nothing to do with it. Nothing —’

¢ “‘Nothing to do withit? Well, sir, we will accept that
; .for a moment. Do you often go shopping in Alton?’
“The poor beggar shook his head. No voice in his
* throat.
“‘Do you shop there once in a month, once in six
# months?’

’ “ Shook again.

¢ Are there chemists in the Garden House, in Tidbor-
ough, in Chovensbury?’

“ Nods.

“¢Are you known in all these places I have men-
tioned?’

“ Nods.

“¢Are you known in Alton?’

‘ Shakes.

¢ Are all these places nearer to you than Alton?’

“ Nods.

“ Humpo’s finger shoots out about two yards long;
dashes back his mane with his other hand; rushes in from
under it. ‘ Then, sir, will you tell the jury why, to make
this purchase of oxalic acid on the day before you leave
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Humpo slopping his tongue round his jaws, watching
him like a dog watching its dinner being cut up. After
about two years, slaps in his tongue and demands,
* Come, sir, for what purpose did you buy this oxalic
acid?’

“‘ Sabre gives his first clear, calculated words since he
had got up there. I guess he had been pulling himself
together to look for a trap. He said very slowly, trying
each word, like a chap feeling along on thin ice; he said,
¢ Effie — asked — me — to — get — it — to — clean —
my — straw — hat — for — me — for — Brighton.”

“ That Humpo! Very gently, very quietly, like a res-
cuer pushing out a ladder to the man on the ice, ¢ The de-
ceased asked you to get it to clean your straw hat for you
for Brighton.” And then like a trap being sprung he
snapped and threw Sabre clean off the balance he was
getting.  ‘ Then it was obtained for the purpose of your
holiday ?’

“‘Look here—"' All at sea again, d’ you see? And
the end was quicker than nothing. Twyning pulls
Humpo’s coat and points at Sabre’s hat, soft hat, on the
ledge before him. Humpo nods, delighted.

“ ¢ And did she carry out her intention, sir? Did she
clean your straw hat for you?’

“ Nods.

““You don’t appear to be wearing it?*

‘¢ Shakes.

‘¢ Pray, where, then, is this straw hat to clean which
you obtained the oxalic acid? Is it at your house?’

‘ Shakes.

“¢Not at your house! Odd. Where, then??

“ ¢ Look here —’

“‘Where then?’

“‘Look here—’

‘¢ Answer the question, sir. Where is this straw hat?*
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damning a thousand times by pretending it was being
dragged out of him, reluctant to give away his business
companion. Told a positively damning story about meet-
ing Sabre at the station on his departure from leave a
day after the girl was sacked. Noticed how strange his
manner was; noticed he did n’t like being asked about
circumstances of her dismissal; noticed his wife had n't
come to see him off. Yes, thought it odd. Sabre had
explained wife had a cold, but saw Mrs. Sabre in Tid-
borough very next day. Yes, thought the whole thing
funny because had frequently seen Sabre and the
girl together during Sabre’s leave. Any particular occa-
sion? Well, did it really matter? Must he really an-
swer? Yes, notably in the Cloister tea rooms late one
evening. Well, yes, had thought their behavior odd,
secretive. Sabre’s position in the office? Well, was it
really necessary to go into that? Well, had to admit
Sabre was no longer a member of the firm. Had been
suspended during intimacy with the deceased, now dis-
missed consequent upon this grave development. Had
he ever had occasion in the past, in earlier days, to remon-
strate with Sabre concerning attitude towards girl? Well,
scarcely liked to say so, hated to say so, but certainly
there had been such occasions. Yes, had spoken seriously
to Sabre about it.

““ There ripped across the court as he said that, old
man, a woman’s voice from the back. ‘It’s a lie. It’s
an abominable lie. And you know it’s a lie!’

“By Jove, I tell you! I nearly swallowed my back
teeth with the effect of the thing. Give you my word I
thought for a minute it was the girl come to life and
walked in out of her coffin. That voice! High and clear
and fine and true as an Angelus bell across a harvest
field. ‘It’salie. It’s an abominable lie; and you know
it’s a liel”
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“Eh? Terrific? I tell you terrific isn’t the word
It was the Fairfax business at the trial of King Charles
over again. It absolutely was. Buddha nearly had a fit:
‘Silence! How dare you, madam! Turn out that
woman! Who is that?’

“ Commotion. A woman pressed out from the mob
behind and walked up the court like a goddess, like Por-
tia, by Jove, like Euphrosyne. ‘Let no one dare to touch
me,’ she said. ‘I am Lady Tybar. Every one knows me
here. I’ve just come in. Just heard. This shameful
business. All of you killing him between youw.’ She
pointed a hand at Twyning. ‘And you. I tell you be
fore all this court, and you may take what steps you like,
I tell you that you are 2 liar, an experienced and calcu-
lating liar” And she went with that to old Sabre and
stooped over him and touched him with both her hands
and said, ¢ Marko, Marko.’

“You know she’d got that blooming court stiff and
cold. The suddenness and the decision and the — the
arrogance of the thing took ’em all ends up and had ’em
speechless. She was there by Sabre and stooping over
him, mothering him, before Buddha or any of ’em could
have found the wits to say what his own name was. Let
alone the Iscariot.

“ Matter of fact Sabre was the first one to speak. He
threw up his arm from where he’d been covering his
face, just as he’d thrown it up when I called out, and
swung her hands aside and called out, ‘ Don’t touch me.
Let me alone. Leave me alone.’

“ She motioned to the man beside him, and the chap
got up as if her motion had been Circe’s and disap-
peared. Through the roof or somewhere. I don’t know.
Anyway, he vanished. And she took his place and sat
down beside Sabre and poor old Sabre crouched away
from her as if he was stung, and old Buddha, reaching
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that go, old man. It was more what I read into what
she said. I’ll keep it — for a bit, anyway.

“There’s else to tell than that. That cabman I’d
got hold of sent in awhile after to see me. Said he’d
picked up Sabre a mile along and taken him home.
Stopped a bit to patch up some harness or something and
“All of a heap’ (as he expressed it) Sabre had come
flying out of the house again into the cab and told
him to drive like hell and all to the office — to Fortune,
East and Sabre’s. Said Sabre behaved all the way like
as if he was mad — shouting to him to hurry and carry-
ing on inside the cab so the old man was terrified.

“1 said, ‘ To the office! What the devil now?’ I ran
in to Lady Tybar and we hurried round. We were scared

- for him, I tell you. And we’d reason to be — when we
got there and found him.”



CHAPTER VII
I

WHEN that cab which Hapgood had despatched after
Sabre from the coroner’s court overtook its quest, the
driver put himself abreast of the distracted figure furi-
ously hobbling along the road and, his second pound note
in view, began, in a fat and comfortable voice, a be-
guiling monologue of “ Keb, sir? Keb? Keb? Keb,
sir?”

Sabre at first gave no attention. Farther along he
once angrily waved his stick in signal of dismissal. About
a mile along his disabled knee, and all his much over-
wrought body refused longer to be the flogged slave of
his tumultuous mind. He stopped in physical exhaustion
and rested upon his stick. The cabman also stopped and
tuned afresh his enticing and restful rhythm: “Keb,
sir? Keb? Keb? Keb,sir?”

He got in.

He did not think to give a direction, but the driver
had his directions; nor, when he was set down at his
house, to make payment; but payment had been made.
The driver assisted him from the cab and into his door
— and he needed assistance — and being off his box set
himself to the adjustment of a buckle, repair of which
he had deferred through the day until (being a man eco-
nomical of effort) some other circumstance should ne-
cessitate his coming to earth.

Sabre stumbled into his house and pushed the door
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behind him with a resolution expressive of his desire to
shut away from himself all creatures of the world and
be alone, — be left entirely alone. By habit he climbed
the stairs to his room. He collapsed into a chair.

His head was not aching; but there throbbed within
his head, ceaselessly and enormously, a pulse that seemed
to shake him at its every beat. It was going knock, knock,
knock! He began to have the feeling that if this fright-
ful knocking continued it would beat its way out. Some-
thing would give way. Amidst the purposeful reverbera-
tions, his mind, like one squeezed back in the dark corner
of a lair of beasts, crouched shaking and appalled. He
was the father of Effie’s child; he was the murderer of
Effie and of her child! He was neither; but the crimes
were fastened upon him as ineradicable pigment upon
his skin. His skin was white but it was annealed black; °
there was not a glass of the mirrors of his past actions
but showed it black and reflected upon it hue that was
blacker yet. He was a betrayer and a murderer, and
every refutation that he could produce turned to a brand
in his hands and branded him yet more deeply. He
writhed in torment. For ever, in every hour of every
day and night, he would carry the memory of that fierce
and sweating face pressing towards him across the table
in that court. No! It was another face that passed be-
fore that passionate countenance and stood like flame
before his eyes. Twyning! Twyning, Twyning, Twyn-
ing! The prompter, the goader of that passionate man’s
passion, the instigater and instrument of this his utter
and appalling destruction. Twyning, Twyning, Twyn-
ing! He ground his teeth upon the name. He twisted
in his chair upon the thought. Twyning, Twyning,
Twyning! Knock, knock, knock! Ah, that knocking,
that knocking! Something was going to give way in a
minute. It must be abated. It must. Something would
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hounded me to hell. At the very gates of hell I've got
him, got him, and I’ll have him by the throat and hurl
him in!” He broke open the breech and jammed the
cartridges in, counting them, “ One, two, three, four,
five, six!” He sapped up the breech and jammed the
revolver in his jacket pocket. He went scrambling again
down the stairs, and as he scrambled down he cried, “ Il
cram the letter down his throat. I°’ll take him by the
neck. I’ll bash him across the face. And I’ll cram the
letter down his throat. When he ’s sprawling, when he’s
looking, perhaps I’ll out with my gun and drill him,
drill him for the dog, the dog that he is.”

All the way down as the cab proceeded, he alternated
between shouted behests to the driver to hurry and repe-
tition of his ferocious intention. Over and over again;
gritting his teeth upon it; picturing it; in vision acting it
so that the perspiration streamed upon his body. “I’ll
cram the letter down his throat. I’ll take him by the
neck. I’ll bash him across the face, and I’ll cram the
letter down his throat.” Over and over again; visioning
it; in his mind, and with all his muscles working, fero-
ciously performing it. He felt immensely well. He felt
enormously fit. The knocking was done in his brain.
His mind was tingling clear. “I’ll cram . . . I’ll take
« « « I'llbash . . . I'll cram the letter down his throat.”

He was arrived! He was here! ‘“Into my hands!
Into my hands.” He passed into the office and swiftly as
he could go up the stairs. He encountered no one. He
came to Twyning’s door and put his hand upon the latch.
Immediately, and enormously, so that for a moment he
was forced to pause, the pulse broke out anew in his
head. Knock, knock, knock. Knock, knock, knock.
Curse the thing! Never mind. In! In! At him! At
him!

He went in.
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express emotion was possible to express this emotion
that now surcharged him. This was no pain of man’s
devising. This was a special and a private agony of the
gods reserved for victims approved for very nice and
exquisite experiment. He felt himself squeezed right
down beneath a pressure squeezing to his vitals; and
there was squeezed out of him just a whimper.

He walked across to the fireplace; and on the high
mantle-shelf laid his arms and bowed his forehead to
the marble.

Twyning was brokenly saying, “ It’s good of you to
come, Sabre. I feel it. After that business. I’m sorry
about it, Sabre. I feel your goodness coming to me like
this. But you know, you always knew, what my boy
was to me. My Harold. My Harold. Such a good
" boy, Sabre. Such a good, Christian boy. And now he’s
gone, he’s gone. Never to see him again. My boy.
My son. My son!”

Oh, dreadful!

And he went on, distraught and pitiable. “ My boy.
My Harold. Such a good boy, Sabre. Such a perfect
boy. My Harold!”

The letter was crumpled in Sabre’s right hand. He
was constricting it in his hand and knocking his clenched
knuckles on the marble.

“My boy. My dear, good boy. Oh, Sabre, Sabre!”

He dropped his right arm and swung it by his side;
to and fro; over the fender — over the fire; over the
hearth — over the flames.

“My Harold. Never to see his face again! My
Harold.”

He stopped his swinging arm, holding his hand above
the flames. “ He that dwelleth in love dwelleth in God
and God in him; for God is love.” He opened his fin-
gers, and the crumpled letter fell and was consumer
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He pushed himself up from the mantlepiece and turned
and went over to Twyning and stood over him
again. He patted Twyning’s heaving shoulders.
“ There, there, Twyning. Bad luck. Bad luck. Hard

Hard. Bear up, Twyning. Soldier’s death. . . . Finest
death. . . . Died for his country. . . . Fine boy. . ..
Soldier’s death. . . . Bad luck. Bad Iluck, Twyn-
ing. ...”

Twyning, inarticulate, pushed up his hand and felt for
Sabre’s hand and clutched it and squeezed it convulsively.

Sabre said again, ‘“ There, there, Twyning. Hard.
Hard. Fine death. . . . Brave boy. . . .” He disen-
gaged his hand and turned and walked very slowly from
the room.

He went along the passage, past Mr. Fortune’s door
towards that which had been his own, still walking very
slowly and with his hand against the wall to steady him-
self. He felt deathly ill. . . .

He went into his own room, unentered by him for many
months, now his own room no more, and dropped heavily
into the familiar chair at the familiar desk. He put his
arms out along the desk and laid his head upon them.
Oh, cumulative touch! He began to be shaken with onsets
of emotion, as with sobs. Oh, cumulative touch!

The communicating door opened and Mr. Fortune ap-
peared. He stared at Sabre in astounded indignation.
“Sabre! You here! I mustsay— I mustadmit—"

Sabre clutched up his dry and terrible sobbing. He
turned swiftly to Mr. Fortune and put his hands on the
arms of the chair to rise.

A curious look came upon his face. He said, “I say,
I’'m sorry. I’m sorry. I—T1 can’t get up.”

Mr. Fortune boomed, “ Can’t get up!”

“I say — No. I say, I think something ’s happened to
me. I can’t get up.”
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The door opened. Hapgood came in, and Nona.

Sabre said, “ I say, Hapgood — Nona — Nona! I say,
Nona, I think something ’s happened to me. I can’t get
up.”
A change came over his face. He collapsed back in
the chair.

“ Marko! Marko!”

She who thus cried ran forward and threw herself on
her knees beside him, her hands stretched up to him.

Hapgood turned furiously on Mr. Fortune. “ Go for a
doctor! Go like hell! Sabre! Sabre, old man!”

“ Hemorrhage on the brain,” said the doctor. *. ..
‘Well, if there’s no more effusion of blood. You quite
understand me. I say if there isn’t. . . . Has he been
through any trouble, any kind of strain? ”

“ Trouble,” said Hapgood. “ Strain. He’s been in
hell — right in.”

When he was removed and they had left him, Nona
said to Hapgood as they came down the steps of the
County Hospital, ““ There was a thing he was so fond of,
Mr. Hapgood:

“. . . O Wind,
If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind?

“It comes to me now. There must be a turning now.
If he dies . . . still, a turning.”



CHAPTER VIII

I

Harcoop across the coffee cups, the liqueur glasses and
the cigarettes, wagged a solemn head at that friend of
his, newly returned from a long visit to Amenca. He
wagged a solemn head:

“ She’s got her divorce, that wife of his. . . .

“Eh? . .. Well, man alive, where do you expect me
to begin? You insinuate yourself into a Government com-
mission to go to America to lecture with your ‘ Sketch-
book on the Western Front’, and I write you about six
letters to every one I get out of you, and you come back
and expect me to give you a complete social and political
and military record of everything that’s happened in
your absence. Can't you read? . . .

“ Well, have it your own way. I’ve told you in my
letters how he went on after that collapse, that brain
hemorrhage. I told you we got Ormond Clive on to him.
I told you we got him up here eventually to Clive’s own
nursing home in Welbeck Place. Clive was a friend of
that Lady Tybar. She was with Sabre all the time he
was in Queer Street — and it was queer, I give you my
word. Pretty well every day I°d look in. Every day
she’d be there. Every day Ormond Clive would come.
Time and again we 'd stand around the bed, we three, —
watching. Impenetrable and extraordinary business!
There was his body, alive, breathing. His mind, his con-
sciousness, his ego, his self, his whatever you like to call ,
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it — not there. Away. Absent. Not in that place. De-
parted into, and occupied in that mysterious valley where
those cases go. What was he doing there? What was
he seeing there? What was he thinking there? Was he
in touch with this that belonged to him here? Was he sit-
ting in some fastness, dark and infinitely remote, and try-
ing to rid himself of this that belonged to him here? Was
he trying to get back to it, to resume habitation and pos-
session and command? It was rummy. It was eerie.
It was creepy. It was like staring down into a dark pit
and hearing little tinkling sounds of some one moving
there, and wondering what the devil he was up to. Yes,
it was creepy. . . .

“Process of time he began to come back. He’d
struck a light down there, as you might say, and you
could see the dim, mysterious glimmer of it, moving
about, imperceptibly coming up the side. Now brighter,
now fainter; now here, now there. Rummy, I can tell
you. But he was coming up. He was climbing up out
of that place where he had been. What would he re-
member? Yes, and what was he coming up to?

“ What was he coming up to? That was what began
to worry me. This divorce suit of his wife's was climb-
ing up its place in the list. He was climbing up out of
the place where he had been and this case was climbing
up towards hearing. Do you get me? Do you get my
trouble? Soon as his head emerged up out of the pit,
was he going to be bludgeoned down into it again by
going through in the Divorce Court precisely that which
had bludgeoned him down at the inquest? Was I going
to get the case held up so as to keep him for that? Or
what was I going to do? I had n’t been instructed to
prepare his defence. At Brighton, when I’d suggested
it, he’d told me, politely, to go to hell. I had n’t been
instructed; no one had been instructed. And there was
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no defence to prepare. There was only his bare word,
only his flat denial — denial flat, unprofitable, and totally
unsupported. The only person who could support it was
the girl, and she was dead: she was much worse than
dead: she had died in atrocious circumstances, his part
in which had earned him the severe censure of the cor-
oner’s jury. His defence couldn’t have been worse.
He ’d tied himself in damning knots ever since he ’d first
set eyes on the girl, and all he could bring to untie them
was simply to say, ‘It wasn't so” His defence was as
bad as if he were to stand up before the Divorce Court
and say, ‘ Before she died the girl wrote and signed a -
statement exonerating me and fixing the paternity on
so-and-so. He’s dead, too, that so-and-so, and as for her
signed statement, I’'m sorry to say I destroyed it, for-
getting I should need it in this suit. I was worried about
something else at the time, and I quite forgot this and I
destroyed it.’

“1I don’t say his defence would be quite so crudely in-
sulting to the intelligence of the court as that; but I say
the whole unsupported twisting and turning and writhing
and wriggling of it was not far short of it.

“ Well, that was how I figured it out to myself in those
days, as the case came along for hearing; and I said to
myself: Was I going to put in affidavits for a stay of
hearing for the pleasure of seeing him nursed back to
life to go through that agony and ordeal of the inquest
again and come out with the same result as if he had n't
been there at all? And I decided — no; no, thanks; not
me. It was too much like patching up a dying man in a
civilised country for the pleasure of hanging him, or
like fatting up a starving man in a cannibal country for
the satisfaction of eating him.

“ And I had this. In further support of my position
I had this. My friend, the Divorce Court is a cynical
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institution. If a respondent and a corespondent have
been in places and in circumstances where they might
have incriminated themselves, the Divorce Court cyni-
cally assumes that, being human, they would have in-
criminated themselves. ‘But,’ it says to the petitioner,
‘1 want proof, definite and satisfactory proof of those
places and of those circumstances. That’s what I want.
That’s what you ’ve got to give me.’

“Very well. Listen to me attentively. Lend me your
ears. The onus of that proof rests on the petitioner.
Because a case is undefended, it does n’t for one single
shadow of a chance follow that the petitioner’s plea is
therefore going to be granted. No. The Divorce Court
may be cynical, but it’s a stickler for proof. The Divorce
Court says to the petitioner, ‘ It’s up to you. Prove it,
Never mind what the other side is n’t here to deny. What
you’ve got to do is to satisfy me, to prove to me that
these places and these circumstances were so. Go ahead.
Satisfy me —if you can.’

“So I said to myself : now the places and the circum-
stances of this petition unquestionably were so. All the
Sabres in the world could n’t deny that. Let his wife go
ahead and prove them to the satisfaction of the Court, if
she can. If she can't; good; no harm done that he was n’t
there to be bludgeoned anew. If she can satisfy the court,
well, I say to you, my friend, as I said then to myself,
and I say it deliberately: ‘ If she can satisfy the court —
good again, better, excellent. He’s free: he’s free from
a bond intolerable to both of them.’

“Right. The hearing came on and his wife did satisfy
the Court. She got her decree. He’s free. . . . That’s
that. . . .

“Yesterday I took my courage in both hands and told
him. Yesterday Ormond Clive said Sabre might be cau-
tiously approached about things. For three weeks past
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it ’s quite mine to tell. Tell you what, you come around
and have a look at the old chap to-morrow. I dare bet
he ’ll be on the road towards it by then and perhaps tell
us himself. As I was coming away yesterday I passed
that Lady Tybar going in, and I told her what I’d been
saying to him and what he remembered and what he
did n’t remember. . . . What’s that got to do with it?
Well, you wait and see, my boy. You wait and see. I’ll
tell you this — come on, let’s be getting off to this play
or we’ll be late —1I tell you this, it’s my belief of old
Sabre that, after all he ’s been through,

“ Home is the sailor, home from the sea
And the hunter home from the hill.

Or jolly soon will be. And good luck to him. He’s
won out.”

II

Sabre, after Hapgood on the visit on which he had be-
gun “to tell him things”, had left him, was sitting
propped up in bed awaiting who next might come. The
nurse had told him he was to have visitors that morning.
He sat as a man might sit at daybreak, brooding down
upon a valley whence slowly the veiling mists dissolved.
These many days they had been lifting; there were be-
coming apparent to him familiar features about the land-
scape. He was as one returned after long absence to his
native village and wondering to find forgotten things
again, paths he had walked, scenes he had viewed, places
and people left long ago and still enduring here. More
than that: he was to go down among them.

The door opened and one came in. Nona.

She said to him, “ Marko!”

He had no reply that he could make,
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She slipped off a fur that she was wearing and came
and sat down beside him. She wore what he would
have thought of as a kind of waistcoat thing, cut like
his own waistcoats but short; and opened above like
a waistcoat but turned back in a white rolled edg-
ing, revealing all her throat. She had a little close-
fitting hat banded with flowers and a loose veil depended
from it. She put back the veil. Beauty abode in her
face as the scent within the rose, Hapgood had said; and,
as perfume deeply inhaled, her serene and tender beauty
penetrated Sabre’s senses, propped up, watching her. He
had something to say to her.

“How long is it since I have seen you, Nona?”

“It’s a month since I was here, Marko.”

“1 don’t remember it.”

“You ’ve been very ill; oh, so ill.”

He said slowly, “ Yes, I think I’ve been down in a
pretty deep place.”

“You 're going to be splendid now, Marko.”

He did not respond to her tone. He said, “ I ’ve come
on a lot in the last few weeks. I’d an idea you’d been
about me before that. I’d an idea you’d be coming
again. There’s a thing I’'ve been thinking out to tell
you.”

She breathed, “ Yes, tell me, Marko.”

But he did not answer. )

She said, “ Have you been thinking, in these weeks,
while you’ve been coming on, what you are going to
do?”

His hands, that had been crumpling up the sheet, were
now laid flat before him. His eyes, that had been re-
garding her, were now averted from her, fixed ahead.
“ There is nothing I can do, in the way you mean.”

She was silent a little time.

“ Marko, we’ve not talked at all about the greatest
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thing — of course they’ve told you? — the Armistice,
the war won. England, your England that you loved so,
at peace, victorious; those dark years done. England her
own again. Your dear England, Marko.”

He said, “It’s no more to do with me. Frightful
things have happened to me. Frightful things.”

She stretched a hand to his. He moved his hands
away. ‘“Marko, they’re done. I would not have
spoken of them. But shall I. . . . Your dear England
in those years suffered frightful things. She suffered
lies, calumnies, hateful and terrible things — not in one
little place but across the world. Those who loved her
trusted her and she has come through those dark years;
and those who know you have trusted you always, and
you are coming through those days to show to all. . . .
Time, Marko; time heals all things, forgets all things,
and proves all things. There’s that for you.”

He shook his head with a quick, decisive motion.

She went on. “ There ’s your book — your ‘ England.’
You have that to go to now. And all your plans — do
you remember telling me all your plans? Such splendid
plans. And first of al: your ‘England’ that you loved
writing so.”

He said, “It can’t be. It can’t be.”

She began again to speak. He said, “ I don’t want to
hear those things. They’re done. I don’t want to be
told those things. They have nothing to do with me.”

She tried to present to him indifferent subjects for his
entertainment. She could not get him to talk any more.
Presently she said, with a movement, “ I am not to stay
with you very long.” '

He then aroused himself and spoke and had a firmness
in his voice. ““ And I’ll tell you this,” he said. “ This
was what I said I had to tell you. When you go, you
are not to return. I don’t want to see you again.”
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remember us at first were always called by you hi! Jink.
and lo! Jinks, and no offence ever taken, as knowing it was
only your way and friendly. And so will end now and
hoping you may take us and oblige, your obedient servants
“ Sarah Jinks (hi!)
“ Rebecca Jinks (lo!) ”

THE END
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